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CLAIMED BY HER ENEMY 


Isabel 


I'm going to hate him. My dad's so-called best friend thinks 
he's taking over my company with his billions? No way. But 
when he walks into our first board meeting I can't help but 
notice how hot he is... want him. But can I trust him? When 
he asks me to go away with him on his private jet, I know I 
have to find out once and for all. 


Alistair 


I didn't make my billions by not being ruthless, but 
something about this woman makes me want to leave the 
rat-race behind. She's completely inappropriate for me - my 
best friend's daughter in fact - yet I have never craved a 
woman so much. If ever. I always go for what I want, and I 
want her. More than that, I want to protect her...because 
something is telling me that she could be in danger, and not 
just from me... 


*Claimed By Her Enemy is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


l sabel 


I’m going to hate him. 


That, as far as I am concerned, is a done deal. Certainly, 
more so than whatever he’s planning to do with my Dad’s 
company. No, my company. Since Dad passed away a few 
months ago, and left his majority shares to me, I’m now the 
director of Iona Wellness, a company I had big plans 
for...until this man stepped in with his takeover bid. 


The fact that he was supposed to have been my father’s 
best friend just makes it even more of a betrayal, in my 
eyes. Of course, the implication is that he is trying to help, 
to prevent us from going under, but it seems more than a 
bit fishy to me that he’s suddenly decided to step in now 
that Dad isn’t around anymore. I’m almost sure that this 
isn’t what Dad would have wanted, but Frank, our finance 
guy and another old family friend, reckons that we have no 
choice, not if I don’t want Iona to go into liquidation. And of 
course, I don’t want that. I would feel like a complete 
failure, taking the reins only to watch it collapse. 


Of course, it’s hardly my fault...instead of inheriting the 
thriving company that I was expecting, I seem to have 
inherited a ton of debt instead. Dad had been sick for a 
while, but I never thought he would have let things slip so 
badly. From suppliers not delivering to distributors not 
paying what they owe, it seems a lot of people were only too 
happy to take advantage of him not having his eye on the 
ball. I wish now that I had paid more attention in my 
business studies at college... I always knew it would be mine 
someday, but I guess I hadn’t thought that it would happen 
so quickly. 


I glance at the clock and over at Frank, who rolls his eyes. 


“Mr. Bigshot has a reputation for being late,” he says. It’s 
only one minute past the hour, but I return Frank’s grimace 
anyway. Like I said, I’m going to hate him. 


“Mr. Bigshot” is Alistair Lawrence, a dot-com whizz kid 
turned ruthless business tycoon. He met my Dad in business 
school, where they became fast friends and remained so 
until Dad passed away. I haven’t set eyes on Alistair since I 
was a kid, and don’t remember much about him other than 
he was built more like an action movie star than a Silicon 
Valley nerd. I wonder if Dad gave him free Iona 
supplements. 


“We really have no choice?” I ask Frank again, for about the 
millionth time this week. Frank gives an exaggerated shake 
of his head. 


“Tm afraid not Izzy...not if you want to keep Iona going in 
any form. I did warn your father...but of course he was 
failing rapidly towards the end and I think it was affecting 
his judgment. You know how stubborn he was.” 


That makes me smile. Yes, I do know. I remember how mad 
he was when I dropped out of school to pursue my dream of 


becoming a social media influencer for the cosmetics 
industry...he even stopped my allowance. But I also 
remember how proud he was when I hit my first million 
subscribers and started getting big brand sponsors. 


“Maybe we will start an Iona cosmetics range,” he had said 
with a grin. That had been my next goal...but now it looks 
like it will never happen. Not without Mr. Bigshot’s say so 
anyway. And I don’t want anything from him. 


Finally, the door opens and Mary, my father’s secretary - my 
secretary - looks nervously around the door. 


“Mr. Lawrence is here. Shall I show him in?” 
“Please,” I say, trying not to pull a face. 


A few minutes later a stony-faced woman and an older man 
with a briefcase walk in, followed by a man who can only be 
Alistair Lawrence. I stand up to greet him...and my jaw 
nearly hits the floor. 


He’s gorgeous. 


I mean, I’ve seen him on the cover of Time on a few 
occasions since I last saw him in the flesh, so I thought I 
knew what to expect but actually seeing him standing in 
front of me is entirely different. He has thick dark hair with 
the slightest hint of grey at the temples and the sort of 
sculpted, aristocratic good looks that suit his rich British 
image. Piercing blue eyes and a body that Jason Statham 
would be envious of...that expensive tailored suit is doing 
nothing to hide his impressive muscle tone, broad shoulders 
and barrel thighs. 


But it’s not just the way he looks...he has this almost 
magnetic aura, as if the very air around him seems to heat 
up and crackle. He moves like he owns the place. 


Which of course, he soon will. Remembering that this is the 
man I’m determined to hate I fix a steely look on my face as 
I reach out to shake his hand. As his large, unexpectedly 
rough hand closes firmly over mine, I feel my mouth go dry 
and force the sudden image of those big hands running 
over my body out of my mind. But I can’t stop my nipples 
from stiffening under my blouse and my panties from 
growing damp. 


You traitor, I think to my body as Alistair looks deep into my 
eyes. For a moment he looks shocked, as though he can 
read my mind, but then his eyes go opaque and his voice is 
brisk. 


“Good to meet you again Miss Harding. I believe you were 
still in sixth grade last time we met?” He speaks in a clipped 
British tone, with no trace of an American accent in spite of 
how long he’s been living and working here. There is a 
twang underneath his cut glass vowels though, some kind of 
regional accent perhaps. It would be sexy, if he wasn’t such 
an asshole. “Of course, your father talked about you all the 
time whenever we spoke. He was very proud.” 


I bristle at his mention of my father, reminding me of their 
close friendship just as he is about to take over the 
company that my Dad worked so hard to build up. Has he 
no shame? 


I smile tightly, too churned up with anger, frustration and 
desire to speak, as he introduces the woman as his PA and 
the man with the briefcase as his corporate lawyer. Ours is 
off on holiday, conveniently, but I wonder if I should have 
found a replacement rather than it just being me and 
Frank. I feel completely incompetent again in the face of his 
smoothness. But this is just a preliminary meeting...there 
will be others, with the shareholders and the rest of the 


Management team. I wasn’t expecting him to bring a 
lawyer. 


I nod as politely as I can manage and let Frank do 
introductions as I sit down, trying to hide the whirlwind of 
emotions that are currently churning in my gut. I know I 
must look rude, but I’m not sure if I care. 


Alistair sits opposite me, his eyes intent on me as I 
deliberately avoid his gaze. But I can feel it, like points of 
heat on my skin. 


The lawyer starts talking, droning on, until Frank interrupts 
with questions. They’re getting pretty heated and I look up 
at Alistair, wondering when he is going to speak. He’s still 
looking at me and as our eyes meet, I see the unmistakable 
look of lust in his eyes. 


He wants me too. 


CHAPTER TWO 


A listair 


She is so stunning that I can barely take my eyes off her. 
With that waterfall of platinum hair, huge blue eyes, full lips 
and a deliciously curvy figure, she is nothing like the dorky 
kid that I remember. No, Isabel Harding is all woman now 
and may her father forgive me, but I know exactly what I 
want to do with that lush body and those kissable lips. 


It’s a shame that, even if she wasn’t Aaron’s daughter, she 
would clearly never let me. Now that she’s stopped 
deliberately avoiding my gaze and showing contempt for 
the entire conversation that’s happening around her, she’s 
glaring at me like she hates me. I don’t think I’ve ever seen 
such naked hostility, and I’ve had my fair share of enemies 
in my thirty-nine years. 


I can’t work out what it is that she thinks I’ve done. Clearly, 
she’s angry about the takeover bid, but can’t she see that 
I’m trying to help? It’s either this or Iona goes into 
liquidation, and Aaron wouldn’t have wanted that. She 
won't get a better offer elsewhere...I’m doing her a favor. It 
isn’t as though I even want a wellness brand. I do big data 


and artificial intelligence, not fancy bottled water and 
supplements. 


But Isabel is looking at me like I’m some kind of monster. 
I’ve seen this before...my reputation for being a ruthless 
bastard precedes me... but this reaction from her bothers 
me. It bothers me more that I don’t know if it’s because she 
is Aaron’s daughter or because I’m so crazily attracted to 
her. 


It’s not as though I’m ever short of female companionship, if 
I want it. I know what I look like, and I’m a billionaire. Looks 
and wealth are a powerful combination. Not that I’ve been 
with a woman in a long time...shallow Vogue models and 
simpering It Girls stopped doing it for me a long time ago. 
Isabel is as beautiful as any of them, and it seems to be 
completely natural. She also has some meat on her bones, 
which seems to be a rare thing these days. 


“What are you staring at?” she snaps, surprising me. My 
lawyer and Frank, a slimy little man I’ve never liked him, 
stop arguing and look at her and then me. She goes red, as 
though she didn’t mean to speak out loud, and she looks so 
adorable that I can’t help smiling. 


But even I’m surprised at what comes out of my mouth 
next. 


“T was just thinking how beautiful you are.” 


She looks flustered, and then angry...but not before I catch 
a flash of desire in her eyes. In spite of herself, she wants 
me. Good. I’m suddenly not interested in the small print of 
this takeover bid at all. 


“Is that appropriate?” she snaps again, but there’s an 
unmistakable softening in her voice. 


“Probably not,” I concede, “but you asked me a question 
and I answered it. Honestly. If we’re going to do business 
together, it’s best that we’re honest with each other, no?” 


“Do business?” she says incredulously. “Is that what you call 
it?” 
I raise an eyebrow, thinking wow, she really does hate me. 


Everyone is staring at us, and you could cut the tension 
with a butterknife. 


“Tsn’t that what we’re doing?” 


“No,” she says shortly. Her eyes flash with anger, which just 
makes her look even sexier. “What you’re doing is taking 
over my business, which was my father’s business, you 
know, your so-called best friend? And expecting me to be 
polite about it.” 


I sit back in my chair, blinking in surprise. “You would 
rather lose the business? Lose everything your father 
worked for?” 


She pauses and I can see her trying to think of a decent 
comeback. Then she shrugs and shakes her head. 


“We didn’t ask for your help. Don’t try and make this out 
like you’re doing this out of the goodness of your heart. 
You’re just thinking of your own bottom dollar, not my 
business or what my father would have wanted.” 


Now she has pissed me off. Does she not realize I’m so rich 
that her little company means nothing to me? I swallow that 
retort back, knowing it will only make me look like an 
arrogant bastard. Okay, I often am an arrogant bastard, but 
for some reason I don’t want Isabel to think badly of me. I 
can hardly blame her for believing the cold-hearted 
business persona I’ve cultivated over the years. 


“Let’s go for lunch,” I say spontaneously. She frowns, as 
does everyone else in the room. 


“Excuse me?” she says, bemused. At least she looks less 
angry now. 


“Let’s go for lunch,” I repeat. “Just me and you. These guys 
can continue discussing the boring stuff...1 want us to get to 
know one another before we do business together. You 
seem to have got the wrong idea about me, and I’d like to 
put that straight, if I can.” 


My lawyer starts protesting, but I put a hand up to stop 
him. Frank though is not so easily silenced...he’s not yet on 
my payroll, after all. 


“Isabel, don’t listen to him. He’s trying to sweet talk you.” 


I glare at him. We’ve never liked each other and I never 
understood why Aaron gave him the time of day. I don’t 
trust him. Although, I don’t trust many people, so I may be 
over cautious. He seems protective of Isabel, which is 
admirable enough. 


But he can step down now. I want to be the one to protect 
her. And no, my motives for that are most definitely not 
pure...which is probably why Frank is complaining. He will 
have seen me in the gossip columns, linked to one celebrity 
after another. Rumors and nonsense, most of it, but when 
has that ever stopped the press? 


“Frank, I can look after myself,” she reprimands him gently. 
For all her youth, she can’t be more than twenty-one, her 
attitude impresses me. She’s both feisty and self- 
sufficient...and she isn’t falling all over me like most women, 
even though I have a sneaking suspicion that she might 
secretly want to. 


Isabel turns the full force of those gorgeous blue eyes on 
me and I feel my cock throb in my expensively tailored 
pants. 


“Okay,” she says hesitantly. “Let’s do that.” 


“Fantastic.” I flash her my most charming smile, which she 
barely responds to, and get up and hold the door open for 
her. I try not to stare at her ass as she walks out ahead of 
me. 


But I fail. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


l sabel 


I’m still in a slight state of shock as we sit down at the tapas 
bar across the road from the Iona building. Why did I agree 
to this? Frank is right, I let him sweet talk me. Actually, it 
was easier than that...the guy barely spoke. He must just 
assume that he can wrap women around his little finger, 
and here I am, letting him do exactly that. I sit back in my 
chair and take a sip of my water, determined that it won’t 
happen again. Whatever spiel he is about to reel off, no 
matter how attracted to him I am, I’m not falling for it. 


If he wasn’t so utterly amazing to look at, it would be easier. 
As the waitress approaches our table, she does a double 
take and goes bright red at the sight of him, and I wonder if 
it’s because she recognizes him or if she’s just bowled over 
by his looks. It could so easily be either. 


I feel a pang of jealousy as she leans over the table to take 
his order, barely glancing at me. She’s pretty, and is putting 
all her charms on display. To his credit he barely seems to 
notice her...but then I bet he’s used to it. 


He orders a sharer for us both and I raise an eyebrow at 
him as the waitress walks off. 


“What if I didn’t like tapas?” 
He smiles. “You chose the restaurant,” he reminds me. 


“Well, it was the nearest place,” I retort, cringing at the 
sulkiness in my voice. 


“Why are you so determined to hate me?” he asks bluntly. I 
wonder if this is a British thing. Aren’t they supposed to be 
reserved? 


“I don’t hate you...I barely know you. But you’re supposed 
to be this great friend of my Dads, and yet as soon as he’s 
gone, you’re trying to take over the company that he 
worked so hard to build up.” 


He nods with a surprising understanding in his eyes and I 
blink back sudden tears, wrong footed by his unexpected 
show of compassion. This man is not what I was expecting 
him to be at all. 


“Isabel,” he says softly, “I miss your father too. Iona is his 
legacy, I understand that...which I why I’m trying to help. 
This isn’t some kind of hostile takeover.” 


“But that’s what you do, isn’t it? Your reputation is pretty 
ruthless...are you going to try and tell me none of that is 
true?” 


He shakes his head. “No. My reputation...in that area at 
least...is well deserved. But my interest in Iona is purely to 
keep it afloat. I tried to offer your father a loan months ago, 
I could see he was struggling, but he was too stubborn to 
take it.” 


“That sounds like Dad,” I say with a fond smile. We 
exchange a genuine smile and I feel my cheeks growing 


warm under his gaze. What is it about this man that he can 
do this to me? One minute I want to kill him, then the next I 
want to throw myself into his arms and beg him to take 
me...and now he’s looking at me so tenderly that for a 
moment I can’t remember why I was mad at him. 


The waitress comes back with our food, and I could swear 
she’s undone the top button of her blouse because she 
wasn’t showing that much cleavage before. She makes a 
point of wiggling her butt as she walks away and I feel a 
searing stab of jealousy as I see Alistair glance at her. I try 
to tell myself not to be so stupid, but then I can’t help the 
rush of relief as he simply shakes his head as though 
amused. 


“I suppose you get that a lot,” I say, trying to keep my voice 
light. He shrugs. “ Yeah, I guess.” 


Arrogant bastard. I spear an olive and try to bring the 
conversation back on track. 


“So, your interest in Iona is purely to help? Do you really 
need a takeover to do that?” 


“What do you want? A loan?” 


“No!” I retort quickly, feeling myself grow angry again. 
Does he think he can just solve everything with his money? 


“T thought not. You’re as stubborn as your father. So, surely 
the best option is for Iona to become part of my portfolio, 
while you remain as director?” 


That surprises me. He sees my face and looks offended. 


“What did you think would happen? That you would be 
pushed out of your own company? I know my reputation 
Isabel but for God’s sake, you know Aaron and I were 
friends...you think I’m that ruthless?” 


I don’t want to tell him that’s exactly what I thought. So, 
maybe this isn’t so bad...except that I would technically be 
working for him. That’s not what I want to do. Iona is a 
family business, and I want it to stay that way. But he’s right 
and so is Frank. What choice do I have? 


I attempt a casual shrug, not wanting him to see how 
conflicted I feel. 


“Well, maybe you should work on your reputation then,” I 
suggest. He laughs lightly and it makes him look younger 
and incredibly handsome. I pull my eyes away and 
concentrate on my tapas. 


“What exactly have you heard about me?” 
“Oh, I’m sure you know.” 


“I know some of the things that have been printed about 
me...but there are a lot of rumors. I want to know what you 
have heard about me.” 


“Okay.” I look at him, challenging him to deny any of the 
rumors. “That you’re an absolute shark who gobbles up 
businesses...that you won’t be happy until you have all of 
America in your pocket...that even the President listens to 
you...and that you have a different and more beautiful 
girlfriend for every day of the week.” I blush as I repeat the 
last one. 


“Wow. Okay...1 am a bit of a shark, I won’t deny that. I didn’t 
make my fortune by not knowing how to operate in the 
corporate world ... it's dog eat dog, as I’m sure you’re 
finding out. But I’m not really interested in running 
America and I’ve met the new President once. We’re not 
friends. And as for the last one...I haven’t had a girlfriend in 
years, actually. I have dates for events, but that’s all they 
are...my PA sets it up.” 


I gape at him. “So, she just what? Orders women for you?” 
He looks offended again. 


“I said dates and I meant dates, not hookers. I'm actually 
very fussy about who I jump into bed with.” 


I can feel myself blushing again. I don’t know if I'm relieved 
or disappointed...because a part of me wants him to jump 
into bed with me. But I doubt if a billionaire who turns 
down models is going to be interested in me...but then, he 
did say I was beautiful. 


I spear another olive, wishing I hadn’t taken the 
conversation there. 


“How about you?” he asks, and there’s an edge to his voice. 
“You must have a boyfriend?” 


I shake my head. “No. There was one guy but it didn’t work 
out.” 


I don’t want to go into that. Hayden was a lovely guy. We 
met in college and hit it off, he thought we could make a go 
at a relationship but the fact was that I never really saw him 
as nothing more than a friend, so we drifted apart. As a 
result, I’ve reached the age of twenty-one still a virgin. 


“Was he an asshole to you?” Alistair looks almost angry, as 
though he’s fully prepared to hunt down the hypothetical 
asshole and give him a piece of his mind. I’m surprised at 
how sexy I find that completely Alpha male response. 


“No, not at all. We just didn’t work out,” I confirm. 
“He just let you go? He must be insane.” 


I can’t stop myself from smiling at the compliment, even 
though I’m sure that just as Frank said, it’s all sweet talk. 


Then he looks at his watch. 


“We should get back. I have another meeting shortly.” 


All business again. I swallow my disappointment along with 
the last of my food, wondering just what I was expecting. 
This wasn’t a date. 


“So, what happens now?” 


“Well,” he smiles, “hopefully now that I’ve convinced you 
I’m not a complete ogre we can set up another meeting and 
try again? I’m sorry if you felt railroaded...I should have 
gotten in touch on a personal level before, but I didn’t want 
to assume that just because I knew your Dad...” he trails off 
and our eyes meet again. 


“This is quite personal,” I point out. “or do you usually run 
out of meetings and head out to a tapas bar?” 


“Not usually, no,” he smiles, “but I don’t usually come 
across such resistance.” 


“Everyone else just falls for your charm straight away?” 


“Not quite,” he chuckles. “I told you...my world is ruthless. 
But generally, people at least pretend to be polite.” 


I shrug, not prepared to offer an apology, but can’t help 
grinning back at him. 


He pays the bill, he insists, and we walk outside and wait by 
the crossing. I stumble as my heel buckles under me and he 
grabs my arm to steady me. I’m acutely aware of how close 
we now are and how, as I look up at him, our faces are just 
inches away...in spite of myself my eyes fall to his lips. They 
are so full, making a delicious contrast to his strong jaw and 
cheeks. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a man so beautiful. 


I see his eyes darken, and for a split second I know what is 
about to happen and I know I should stop it...but that’s not 
what I want to do. 


He leans down and kisses me...and I kiss him back. Right 
there in the street. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


A listair 


My mouth closes over hers and she kisses me back with a 
passion that matches my own, pressing that beautiful body 
of hers against my own and my stiffening dick. I forget 
where we are as I wind my fingers through her hair and 
pull her into me, my tongue probing her mouth. It’s not the 
only part of her that I want to probe...I’m so hard that I can 
feel the tip of my cock leaking. She moans softly into my 
mouth, her fingers gripping at my neck. I want to take her, 
right here and now... 


And then I hear a tsking noise behind us and I remember 
where we are. I pull away from her and she blinks up at me 
in surprise. Her hair is all mussed up, her cheeks flushed 
and her lips swollen, and all I can think is that I have never 
seen a more beautiful woman or wanted a woman so much 
that it hurts. The need in me is intense. 


I clear my throat and step back, outwardly regaining my 
composure even though it’s a struggle. 


“We should probably cross the road,” I say, but she doesn’t 
laugh. She looks cross, in fact, and I don’t know if it’s 
because I kissed her or because I stopped so suddenly. She 
was definitely willing...warm and willing and soft in my 
arms. I growl to myself as I follow her across the road, fully 
indulging myself in staring at her ass...and what an ass it is. 
Full and round and swaying temptingly in that tight skirt, 
it’s impossible not to imagine her naked and bent over in 
front of me. 


She walks back into Iona a few paces ahead of me and 
without looking back, and I start to feel a bit silly. What the 
hell just happened? I kissed a woman in the middle of the 
street...and not just any woman. I hope I wasn't seen by 
anyone who recognizes me - or worse, photographed. This 
would set the gossip columns on fire. For all that I have a 
reputation as an international playboy, I’ve also managed to 
cultivate a reputation as an in-control, typically reticent 
Brit. I rarely give interviews or any personal information. 
Kissing Isabel in the street...I shake my head at myself. 


But a bigger part of me wants to do it again. 


I follow Isabel into the reception and see her nod at my 
lawyer and Rosie, my secretary, who are sitting in the 
expensive faux-leather chairs in the foyer, looking annoyed 
although trying to hide it. Well, I did just leave them sitting 
there with Frank I suppose. I nod pleasantly at Rosie, who I 
can tell is fighting not to roll her eyes. 


“How did the rest of the meeting go?” I ask. 


“It was a little redundant as neither you nor Ms. Harding 
were there,” the lawyer says. I shrug. 


“Better to get things started off on a warmer basis,” I say, 
hoping they didn’t see the kiss. Isabel watches me from 
under narrowed eyes, looking more suspicious of me than 


she did when we were upstairs. It occurs to me that she 
might think I did that deliberately to soften her up, and I 
want to tell her how that isn’t the case, how I’m on fire for 
her in a way that I have never felt before, but I can’t do that 
in front of my staff. So instead I hold my hand out. 


“Thank you for lunch Ms. Harding. Ill have Rosie get in 
touch and we can arrange another meeting at a more 
convenient time.” 


She stares down at my hand, then takes it and quickly 
drops it as though she’s afraid of an electric shock. 


“Right. Thank you, Mr. Lawrence.” 


Then she turns on her heel and walks off again and into the 
elevator, leaving me staring after her, waiting for her to 
look back...but she doesn’t. 


We get into my limo and I have the driver drop me off at 
home. I’m not in the mood to be working late tonight. I 
barely speak on the drive back, instead keeping my gaze 
focused out of the window even though I’m oblivious to 
what’s going on outside, because all I can think about is her. 


Inside the penthouse I use when I’m in the city, I throw my 
jacket down on the king-size bed and sit on the end of it, 
still shocked by today’s events. I go out onto the balcony 
and look out at the city below. This apartment suite is prime 
real estate. 


I own the whole building. 


I’m beyond rich belief. Even I don’t know how much I’m 
worth. Being rich comes with its perks but it also means I’m 
used to being pandered to and simpered at...Isabel’s 
blatant rudeness was a surprising blast of fresh air...but it 
also made me want to prove her wrong, which feels odd 
because I don’t care what anyone thinks. And it isn’t just 


the fact that she’s Aaron’s daughter and I want her to know 
I’m genuinely trying to help, although that is part of it. 


Aaron’s daughter...I groan as I think about what he would 
say if he saw me kissing his precious only child in the 
middle of the street. I’m pretty sure that he would be less 
than impressed...especially when more than anyone he 
knew my reluctance to settle down. 


Except...all of a sudden, I am imagining settling down. I 
think about what it would be like to have Isabel in my 
bed...for keeps, not just for a night or two. This is crazy, I 
don’t even know her. 


But I do know what I want when I see it. 


And I’ve never let anything stand in my way yet. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


l sabel 


I walk back into my office in a daze to see Frank with a 
thunderous look on his face. 


“Was that really appropriate?” he asks in his snide tone. 
“You just left me sitting there like an idiot, with nothing to 
say to those bozos of his. They dance to his tune - everyone 
does. You shouldn’t have gone off with him like that, he'll 
have you signing something you don’t understand.” 


“Thanks for the vote of confidence Frank,” I murmur as I 
sink into a chair, feeling deflated as I try to make sense of 
the last two hours. 


I’ve never been kissed like that in my life. It was.... hot. Like 
fantasy hot. 


“With all due respect Isabel, you’re new to this world and 
he knows it.” 


“You think he’ll try and take advantage of that?” I ask him 
as a horrible thought occurs to me. Is that why he kissed 
me? He must have seen that I was attracted to him...what 


woman wouldn’t be? I feel like a complete idiot now as I 
think of how easily I went into his arms...and in public, in 
broad daylight too. Thank God Dad isn’t around to see it. 


“Of course, he will...that’s what men like him do. He’s used 
to getting his own way. Typical British snob...I bet he’s 
never really had to work to get to where he is today.” 


Frank sounds jealous, but then I guess Alistair gets that 
reaction from a lot of men. “I don’t know if that’s true. I’m 
sure I remember Dad saying that Alistair got a scholarship 
to Harvard, he’s not some blue blood.” 


Frank just sniffs as though he’s just smelled a particularly 
nasty bit of bullshit, and he’s probably right. There’s 
probably nothing about the man that’s genuine...and yet 
one lunch and I’ve fallen for his story straight away. 


But it did sound plausible. 


“He said he just wants to help, Frank...for Dad’s sake. I 
mean, why else would he want Iona? It doesn’t fit his 
portfolio.” 


“Expanding,” Frank says as though it’s obvious. “ Wellness is 
one of the biggest industries right now...and now you’re in 
charge. You may not know much about running a big 
company but you’re a very successful influencer...a brand. 
It’s all about brands these days. I’m sure he’s got big 
plans...I suppose he told you that you will still be the head of 
the company?” 


“Well, yes,” I admit. Frank crows triumphantly. 


“See! He wants you as the figurehead. He gets to expand 
into another market and add to his billions...and you will be 
grateful to him.” 


I sigh, feeling as though I’m shrinking under Frank’s 
assessment of the situation. I’ve been had. 


Seeing my discomfort, Frank raises a bushy eyebrow at me. 


“He didn’t try and seduce you, did he? You wouldn’t be the 
first.” 


I don’t answer, and he takes that as a sign of my guilt as he 
shakes his head with a long-suffering sigh. 


“Isabel, I know he was a friend of your fathers, but please 
believe me, that man is no friend of yours. He’s a 
womanizer and a shark. I doubt your father would have 
approved of that lunch.” 


Frank's right. Although a voice in my head shrieks at me 
not to let Frank speak to me as though I’m a twelve year 
old, another voice tells me that he’s right, I am in way over 
my head and I've just let Mr. Bigshot play me. 


The fact that I’m so fiercely attracted to him makes it all the 
more embarrassing. 


I spend the rest of the afternoon in a foul mood, which only 
gets worse as Frank takes me through the finances and I 
realize we’re in even deeper shit than I first thought. We 
really don’t have much choice other than to go with the 
takeover, and I feel confused again. At least this way Iona 
stays open...isn’t that a win-win? By the time I leave to go 
home, I have a horrible headache. A long hot bath and an 
early night are calling my name. 


But no matter how much I try not to think about Alistair, 
nothing works. As I sink back into a hot bath with my 
favorite scented oils in an attempt to wash away the 
stresses of the day, I get a visceral flashback of Alistair 
kissing me, so real that I can almost taste him on my lips 
again. The memory makes me gasp and my body comes 


alive with lust, and I can’t help but trail my hands down my 
body, remembering the feel of his hands in my hair, and his 
mouth on mine. That kiss wasn’t fake, I’m sure of it. I could 
feel the hunger in him. And I saw the shock in his eyes 
when he pulled away...he was as surprised as I was. No, it 
couldn’t have been planned. 


The thought that he might want me as much as I want him 
has every nerve ending in my body on fire. My nipples are 
stiff peaks above the steam and even immersed in water I 
can feel my pussy grow wet. I want him to kiss me 
again...hell, I want more than that. I want to feel his hands 
on my body. Him inside me.... I slip a hand between my legs 
and stroke myself gently, imagining it’s his tongue. Then 
slide a finger inside me, feeling my pussy clench as I try to 
imagine what having his cock inside me would feel like. 


I orgasm so quickly, thinking about him, that it takes me by 
surprise and I lie in the water gasping. I get out, toweling 
myself dry as I tell myself firmly Now you’ve got that out of 
your system, you can go back to hating him again. 


Except I’m still thinking about him as I drift off to sleep, and 
the emotion I’m feeling definitely isn’t hate... 


But it certainly is the next morning. I’m eating breakfast 
and checking my professional Instagram account when my 
friend Julia sends me a couple of screenshots of today’s 
headlines. 


Iona Girl in Passionate Clinch with Billionaire 
Playboy...A Merger in More Ways than One? 


The worst one, over a blown-up picture of me and him at 
the crossing, kissing in a scene that could have come 
straight out of a movie, it looks so over the top. Only 
lovestruck teenagers kiss like that in public...except this 
isn’t a picture of two lovestruck adolescents, but of me and 


my father’s best friend. Thankfully the press hasn’t gone 
with that angle so much as the one about the merger...and 
like Frank, more than one hints that he has seduced me for 
his own ends. ‘Alistair has always been ruthless in 
business,’ one well-known gossip columnist writes...and I 
swear I can hear the poison dripping from her pen... ‘now 
one has to wonder if this is a new tactic? Or is he as 
ruthless in love?’ 


“Tdiot,” I snap out loud, throwing the phone down, but I’m 
not sure if I’m talking to the columnist or myself. 


I look again at the picture and feel rage and humiliation 
bubbling inside me...what if the reason it looks almost 
staged is because it was, in fact, staged? Because Alistair 
knew it was going to happen and made sure that someone 
was there to get the shot? 


But why? I try to think of how Frank, more suspicious than 
me, would look at it. Any publicity is publicity, right? Iona is 
failing but my brand and his are strong...what better way to 
drum up interest in the merger and therefore whatever 
comes out of it? I sink my head into my hands as my alerts 
start going off on Instagram. It’s the platform I use mostly 
as an influencer and I have over three million followers on 
there and YouTube...and they will want to know what’s 
happening. My fans are my livelihood. 


Fuck this. He’s not getting away with this. I turn on my 
laptop, go into my business contacts and find his number, 
then I call him. It’s early and a Saturday, but I don’t care. 


“Hello?” His cut-glass accent comes on the line and he 
sounds wide-awake. I guess you don’t become a billionaire 
by lying in bed on the weekends. 


“Just what do you think you’re playing at?” 


“Err...who is this?” 


“Isabel Harding,” I snap. There’s a pause and then he 
answers, sounding bemused. 


“Well, currently I’ve just got out of the shower.” I try and 
fail not to imagine him naked. “What are you doing?” 


“T’ve just seen the news,” I tell him. Another pause. 


“Yes?” He sounds genuinely puzzled, but I tell myself not to 
fall for his nonsense...again. It’s way too much of a 
coincidence. 


“Well, most of them are sporting a lovely front page picture 
of you kissing me in public yesterday. But I'm sure you 
already knew that.” 


“Fuck,” he says quietly, and again he sounds genuine. 


“Why would I already know? The only news I read is the 
business section...and rarely on a Saturday morning.” He 
sounds far too calm and reasonable. 


“Because you set it up,” I accuse. That just seems to make 
him laugh. 


“Why on earth would I do that?” His dismissal, and the 
laughter in his tone, enrages me. 


“T have no idea...publicity for the takeover? It’s certainly a 
good way of refreshing interest in Iona.” 


“I could accuse you of the same thing,” he says, and 
although his tone is light I can hear annoyance in it. “ You're 
the one whose company needs publicity, not me.” 


“How dare you?” I hiss. “You're the one taking it over! It 
will line your pocket, not mine. And I didn’t know you were 
going to kiss me. You seduced me.” 


“T did no such thing. It was...spur of the moment. I had no 
intention of doing such a thing...and I think it would be 
more accurate to say that we kissed each other. I definitely 
remember that you were very willing.” 


I blush fiercely at that and I’m glad that he can’t see me. 


“You started it,” I say and then wince at how petty I sound. 
Now he’s chuckling again. 


“Well, maybe, but it certainly wasn’t planned. You think I 
engineered the whole thing to get it on the front page of 
the news? It doesn’t exactly paint me in a good light.” 


“No, it doesn’t,” I snap. “But I’m surprised that you care. 
Being ruthless, and having a different woman on your arm 
every five minutes is all part of your image isn’t it? Men can 
get away with that sort of thing...especially ridiculously rich 
ones. This could do my career untold harm. And Iona.” 


“T don’t think it will,” he says and I bristle at his casual 
arrogance. “Being linked to me will probably do your profile 
good. It’s me that doesn’t look great in this. I’m sure you 
know how to spin this to your advantage on social media.” 


He says ‘social media’ so contemptuously that now I’m not 
just mad, I’m completely furious. 


“Well, I suppose I should feel grateful then that Mr. Bigshot 
Billionaire deigned to notice me?” I shout down at the 
phone. I’m trembling all over. “I don’t believe you didn’t do 
all this on purpose...all the Mr. Nice Guy act, it was just a 
ploy. You’re trying to make things go as smoothly as 
possible, so you can cover up the fact that as soon as my 
father is out of the way you can take over his business.” 
Frank’s words from yesterday come back to me and I echo 
them. “You’re just a snob...you think that you can buy 
whatever or whoever you want. Mr. Entitled Asshole.” 


“Which is it?” 
“What?” 
He does that infuriating laugh again. 


“You’ve just given me three different monikers. Mr. Bigshot 
Billionaire, Mr. Nice Guy and Entitled Asshole. Which is it, I 
may put it on a badge?” 


“Fuck you,” I say quietly, and tears of rage fill my eyes. 
“Don’t you ever come near me again.” 


I hang up and slam the phone down, feeling like the world’s 
biggest fool. 


But goddamnit, I still want him. 


CHAPTER SIX 


A listair 


As I hear the dial tone, I feel like an absolute heel. I didn’t 
approach that very well at all...no wonder she thinks I’m a... 
what was it? Entitled asshole. I certainly haven’t made it 
any easier for her to trust me, or believe that I’m not out to 
destroy her and Iona. I would put all of my billions on it that 
Frank has been whispering in her ear. He’s always hated 
me. 


I’m not good at being caught by surprise, and I don’t think 
I’ve ever met a woman quite like Isabel before. The last 
woman who spoke to me like that was probably my 
mother...and she would laugh her socks off if she heard me 
being called a snob. 


Thinking about my background gives me an idea. I want 
Isabel to trust me...and not just for business reasons. I want 
her to be mine...and I’m definitely going the wrong way 
about it. For all my reputation, I have no idea how to do 
this. 


I try to call her back, but as soon as I say ‘hello’ she ends 
the call. The next time I try I get a message that tells me 
she’s blocked my number. 


My first thought is to send her flowers, or maybe even send 
a car to pick her up so I can take her out...but then I realize 
she will only have more ammunition to call me an entitled 
snob. Who thinks he can buy whatever he wants...that kind 
of stings. 


No, I need to do this face-to-face or not at all. I need to 
show her something that few people see these days, the 
real me. 


I look up her address, pull on a simple t-shirt and jeans and 
go over to her apartment. 


I even drive myself. 


I take a deep breath as I ring her buzzer, hoping that she 
hasn’t stormed out in a huff and I haven’t missed her. 
Finally, just as I think she’s done just that, I hear her voice. 


“Hello?” 


“Its me, please don’t hang up,” I say quickly as I hear her 
sharp intake of breath. 


“Alistair?” 
“Yep. Mr. Entitled Snob himself.” 


“It was Entitled Asshole, actually,” she says, but her voice 
sounds slightly less pissed off. 


“So, can I come up? Just five minutes, please?” 


I’m not used to asking for anything, and I feel strangely 
vulnerable. I give a sigh of relief as I hear the door 
buzz...she’s let me in. 


I all but sprint up the stairs, wondering if I should have 
brought flowers after all, then stop and take a deep breath 
as I knock on her door. 


She opens it, and the sight of her nearly takes my breath 
away. She’s in a pair of very tight patterned leggings and a 
matching cropped top, with her hair bundled on top of her 
head, and she looks divine. The workout gear shows off her 
curves to perfection. I had a look at her social media 
pictures last night and found out that she’s a prominent 
figure in the ‘body positivity’ movement... well I’m feeling 
very positive about her body. 


“You look amazing,” I say. She blinks in surprise. “And I’m 
not trying to seduce you,” I add quickly. Isabel folds her 
arms over her chest and I realize that she isn’t just going to 
let me in. 


“So why are you here?” 


“Two reasons,” I say. “To apologize for the way I was on the 
phone. I had a look at the headlines on the way over and 
you’re right, they’re horrible. I shouldn’t have been so 
dismissive of how you feel...1 was just shocked you accused 
me of staging it. But you’re right, I acted like an asshole.” 


She just stares at me and I feel incredibly uncomfortable. I 
so rarely apologize for anything these days that this is a 
whole new experience. 


“Okay,” she says shortly. “So, what was the second reason?” 
“To explain about the kiss.” 
“Go on then.” 


I shake my head. “You don’t give an inch, do you? Can I 
come in? This isn’t a conversation that I want to have out 
here in the hall.” 


“Five minutes,” she confirms, and then she opens the door 
to let me in. I follow her into a tastefully decorated, if 
slightly messy, studio apartment and she leans back on the 
kitchen counter and looks at me with a challenge in her 
eyes. I want to kiss the defiance right off her face. 


“Well? Explain? Because I’ve had reporters trying to 
contact me, asking me for a statement...what the hell am I 
supposed to say?” 


I’ve really messed up. I should have known what would 
happen if I was recognized...and we sat in the tapas bar 
long enough for someone to tip a reporter off. 


“T don’t know,” I say honestly. “But it really wasn’t staged. I 
should have thought before I kissed you in public like 
that...I'm used to getting spotted. But I kissed you because I 
wanted to.” 


I see her sharp intake of breath at my words and the way it 
makes her breasts rise and fall. She’s stunning, with a body 
that is all woman. I tell myself to get my mind out of the 
gutter, that I came here to apologize, but who am I trying to 
kid? 


I came here for her. 
“Do you usually just kiss women in the street like that?” 


“No. And I’m sorry we were seen and it’s caused you 
distress...but I’m not sorry I did it. Even though I probably 
should be.” 


She stares at me, her eyes fixed on mine, and I take a step 
towards her. 


“It’s completely inappropriate, I know. I can almost hear 
your Dad, asking me what the hell I think I’m doing.” She 
smiles at the mention of her father. “But I need you to know, 


my intentions are not dishonorable...in business or anything 
else.” 


“Okay,” she whispers. “So, let’s say that I'm willing to 
believe you. Now what?” 


“T had this crazy idea after you hung up on me,” I tell her, 
shocking myself at my own transparency. I just seem to 
have no barriers around her. “ You have this opinion of me - 
and I can’t blame you, it’s one that I’ve cultivated - but I 
want you to know it’s not the real me. Well, not all of it.” 


She nods slowly, her eyes still gazing into mine. “So, who is 
the real you?” 


I take another step towards her. 


“Well, I’m not a snob for a start. I grew up on a council 
estate.” 


She frowns at the unfamiliar phrase. “What’s that?” 


“Probably the equivalent of what you might call ‘the 
projects.’ Or a trailer park, even.” 


Her eyes fly open with shock. “Really?” 


I nod. “Yep. Luckily, I was smart and I was determined not 
to stay poor. I got a scholarship to America after I started 
my first successful business venture at sixteen, and the rest 
is history. Without that I could well be in jail...1 ran with a 
rough crowd. So, an asshole I may be, but entitled or a 
snob, no.” 


“T’m sorry,” she says with a smile. “Dad never told me.” 
“T never really told him,” I admit. 


“Then why are you telling me? He was your best friend. I’m 
just...” she trails off, not knowing how to finish that 
sentence. I don’t know how to finish it either. Not with 


words anyway. I close the distance between us and look 
down at her. I can see the pulse beating in her throat as she 
swallows and looks up at me. 


“T want to kiss you again,” I tell her, “But you told me not to 
come near you ever again.” 


Her voice is husky as she replies. “I can change my mind.” 


“No,” I say, shaking my head and grinning at her. “I don’t 
want to be shouted at again. You can kiss me - if you want 
to.” 


Without a word, she raises herself on her tiptoes and 
presses her lips against mine. It’s all the confirmation that I 
need. I pull her towards me and kiss her deeply, sliding my 
hands down the curve of her back to cup those curvy ass 
cheeks of hers. Even through her leggings I can feel the 
heat of her pussy as I pull her body into mine, and I want to 
be inside her so badly that I could explode in my pants here 
and now. Her fingers dig into my shoulders the way I want 
her to do while I fuck her slow and deep. I pick her up and 
she gasps as she winds her legs around my waist. 


“Tm heavy!” She protests. 


“Not at all,” I say honestly. “You’re perfect.” My hands 
under her ass, I start to carry her through the apartment. 


“Where’s the bedroom,” I groan in-between kissing her 
roughly. 


She jerks her head at a door on the far side of the room. 
“Through there.” I kick open the door and carry her in, 
placing her down gently on the edge of her bed and 
kneeling in-between her legs on the floor. I nibble at her 
neck and lift her top up over her breasts. It’s one of those 
tops with a built-in sports bra, so her naked breasts fall into 
my hands and I groan at the delicious, heavy weight of 


them, then bend my head to kiss and suck at her rock hard 
nipples as she whimpers in response. I push her breasts 
together and flick a stiff tongue over both of her nipples 
and she lets out a loud moan, which just makes my cock 
throb even more. I love that I can make her moan and 
writhe under my hands. I want to make her come. To watch 
her while she comes all over my cock...all over my mouth. 


“T want to taste your pussy,” I tell her and her eyes fly wide 
open, but she gives a small nod and it’s all the 
encouragement that I need. 


I move my hands to the waistband of those tempting 
leggings and hook my fingers around it, tugging them down 
over her hips and thighs, groaning softly as she lifts her 
hips to wiggle out of them and I get to see those beautiful 
curves up close and personal. She’s wearing a thin white 
cotton thong and I can see the crotch of them is already 
damp. 


I sit back on my heels and drink in the sight of her. I’ve 
never seen a woman so beautiful. My cock is aching so 
much that it almost hurts and I'm so turned on I can barely 
think straight. I just want to be inside her...claim her. Own 
her. Make her mine. 


Then I realize that I still have all my clothes on. I stand up 
and strip my t-shirt over my head, keeping my eyes on her. I 
see her blush and then her pupils dilate as her eyes roam 
over my torso and I can tell that she likes what she sees. I 
work hard on my physique. Not for vanity reasons, but 
because I like to feel strong. As a kid, I had to be tough, and 
that need has never left me. Judging by the look on Isabel’s 
face, all of those hours in the gym have been worth it. 


Her eyes follow my hands down as I start to unbutton my 
jeans and I deliberately take it slowly even though I’m 
straining to be free. Finally, I can’t take it anymore and I 


pull them roughly down over my hips and kick them off, 
suppressing a grin when I see her gasp and bite my lip. 


I’m not wearing any underwear and my cock springs free, 
and it’s rock hard and throbbing. Keeping my eyes on hers, 
I walk slowly back towards her and sink to my knees to 
worship her. 


I kneel between her creamy thighs and push them apart as 
I lean into her and kiss her plush lips again. I’m fighting to 
hold back now, but I don’t want to rush this. I want to savor 
every inch of her. 


She runs her hands through my hair, moaning sweetly into 
my mouth and arching her back, pushing her body against 
mine almost wantonly. I love it. I love that she wants me so 
much. I trail my lips down to her neck, nibbling and kissing 
the space between the line of her neck and her shoulder, 
making her moan softly again. 


“That feels so good,” she whispers. 
“T haven’t even started yet,” I say in a low voice. 


I fondle her breasts, rubbing them with my palms, feeling 
the soft flesh and the painfully hard nipples against my skin. 
Then I put my mouth where my hand is and hear her 
whimper as I resume where I left off, flicking my tongue 
over her nipples. At the same time, I slide a hand between 
her legs and stroke her clit through the thin fabric of her 
panties. She moans and wraps her legs around my hips 
almost instinctively. Her head is tipped back and her eyes 
half closed, her eyelashes fluttering on the tops of her 
cheeks. She looks like a goddess. 


I have to taste her now. I bury my head between her legs, 
gently nuzzling her pussy through her panties, and she 
moans loudly and bucks her hips towards me. 


“Take them off,” she gasps and I oblige, pulling them down 
and off her legs and flinging them aside. I part her thighs 
wider and take my time looking at her, drinking in the sight 
of her most intimate part. Her lips are glistening with her 
juices, and the sight of her arousal nearly tips me over the 
edge. 


Finally, I lower my mouth to her pussy and begin to kiss and 
suck her sensitive lips before I flick my tongue over her clit 
and am rewarded with a small cry and a tightening of her 
hand in my hair. 


She moves her hips in time with my mouth as I settle into a 
rhythm, losing myself in the delicious taste and scent of her. 
My woman. I don’t think I could ever get enough of her. She 
writhes against me as though urging me on but I keep up 
the same, steady pace, knowing that I’m driving her 
towards the edge. 


She climaxes with a long, drawn out moan and I feel her 
shuddering against me, out of breath, her hand clenching 
and unclenching in my hair. I taste her climax in my mouth, 
both salty and sweet, and I can feel my cock leaking in turn. 
I need to be inside her and soon, to fill her up with my seed 
until she knows that she’s mine. 


When she finally stops trembling, I wipe my mouth and sit 
up to see her gazing at me with heavy eyes. I kiss her softly 
and she smiles up at me. 


“That was just...so intense,” she whispers. 


“T need to be inside you,” I growl, and I guide her hand to 
my throbbing cock. 


And feel her hesitate...there’s something wrong. I drop her 
hand and pull back. 


“What is it?” I ask softly. She looks away, looking almost 
embarrassed, and I wonder what it is. She doesn’t look at 
me as she answers so quietly that I have to lean in to hear 
her. 


“T haven’t done this before.” 


I take her hand, cursing myself for rushing her...but she 
seemed as eager as me. “Neither have I,” I tell her honestly. 
“I know what my reputation is, but I’m really not in the 
habit of turning up at women’s houses and getting all 
steamy...” 


“I don’t mean that,” she says, cutting me off. “I mean I’ve 
never done this before.” 


I shake my head, still not understanding, and she sighs 
heavily and finally meets my eyes. 


“Tm a virgin,” she says. I blink, shocked and wondering if 
this is a joke, but she looks completely serious. 


She’s a virgin. I want to look understanding, but I can’t stop 
the wide smile that spreads slowly across my face. She 
really will be all mine...completely untouched except for my 
hand. 


Isabel seems confused by my reaction. “ You're not mad?” 


“Mad?” I laugh. “It’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard in my 
life. Honestly...I feel honored that you want to give me that.” 


She bites her bottom lip, looking so sexy and so adorable 
that I feel a fresh rush of desire and protectiveness for her. 


“T do...very much so,” she says, and reaches for me. 
This time, it’s me that stops her. 


“T want you like crazy,” I tell her seriously, “In fact I think 
my balls are in serious danger of exploding. But we’re not 


doing it like this, just some tumble in your apartment...I 
want to make this special for you.” 


I remember the crazy idea I had earlier. 


“Isabel,” I say, taking her hands, “Come to England with 
me?” 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


l sabel 


I’m sitting next to Alistair, holding his hand and looking out 
of the window down at the clouds. 


I was expecting, given Alistair’s wealth, to travel first 
class...instead we’re in Alistair’s private jet, which has 
comfortable leather sofas, a pull-out cocktail bar and a 
surround sound theater system. I feel like I should pinch 
myself to make sure this is real. Everything has happened 
so fast. 


I thought Alistair was joking about coming to England with 
him at first, but it turns out he was deadly serious. He has a 
business deal that he wants to sign in person, and at the 
last minute he changed his accommodation arrangement so 
that he could take me ‘somewhere nice.’ After the private 
jet shock, I can only guess what Alistair’s version of 
somewhere nice will be. 


At least it will get me away from the press for a few days. 
My Insta continued to blow up while I was throwing clothes 
into a suitcase, Alistair wanted to leave immediately, and we 


were got caught on the way to the airfield. I intend to keep 
my phone well and truly off until we return and I’m trying 
not to speculate on what the possible fall-out will be. Or 
what Frank will say...working with him is going to be a 
nightmare after this. 


In fact, there are so many reasons why this is a terrible 
idea...but sitting next to Alistair, flying to Britain with him, 
knowing that I’m going to lose my virginity to him while 
there...it feels both deliciously naughty and yet somehow 
almost inevitable. Almost...destined. 


I push away Frank’s voice in my mind telling me that 
Alistair is just using me, that this is all a game. My instinct 
tells me otherwise and I’m going to trust it. I've been 
relying on Frank way too much since Dad died...in my grief 
seeing him almost like a surrogate father figure... need to 
stand on my own two feet again and make decisions for 
myself. 


Right now, in this moment, I choose Alistair. 


Or perhaps it would be more accurate to say that he has 
chosen me. 


I turn away from the window and look over at him, studying 
his handsome profile before he feels my eyes on him and 
turns to me with a smile. 


“Get some sleep,” he says, leaning over to kiss my cheek, 
“it’s a bloody long flight.” 


He whispers in my ear before he pulls away, “And you won’t 
be getting a lot of sleep in the hotel.” 


Hotel isn’t quite the right word for where Alistair takes me. 
Instead it’s a country mansion in an area called the 
Cotswolds, surrounded by rolling hills and thick forest. The 
complete opposite to what I’m used to in New York. The 


manor house itself looks impressively old, but I soon realize 
there are plenty of modern accommodations inside, 
including a swimming room and spa area and a restaurant 
with a critically acclaimed chef. As the concierge shows us 
around my mouth is pretty much hanging open. It nearly 
scrapes the floor when he shows us to the room Alistair has 
booked for us. 


Sorry, I should say ‘suite of rooms.’ I look around at the 
sumptuous rooms with the oakwood furniture, including a 
huge four poster. Then I give a yelp of delight as I start 
exploring. 


“We've got our own hot tub!” 


“You like it?” For a moment Alistair looks almost vulnerable, 
his usual arrogant expression replaced by something more 
raw, and I realize he really wants my approval. With a rush 
of tenderness, I go over and throw my arms around him. He 
kisses me long and deep and the tenderness is replaced by 
a fresh wave of lust. I almost groan with disappointment 
when he steps away. 


“Let’s get changed and go down for dinner,” he says. “I’ve 
arranged for us to have a private table in the conservatory.” 


I raise my eyebrows. He really has thought of everything. It 
must be nice to have so much money that he can just order 
and arrange whatever he wants. Immediately, I think of 
Iona and I swallow down a wave of resentment. We can 
discuss business another day...I intend to thoroughly enjoy 
this. I’ve never done anything like this before and I feel 
almost liberated. 


I get changed into a tight, strapless dress that’s almost the 
same platinum color as my hair, a pair of pretty sandals and 
put on some fresh lipstick. Alistair wears tight black jeans 
and a navy blazer and looks good enough to eat. Judging by 


the way he looks me up and down he has the same 
thoughts. 


He holds his arm out to me as we walk down to dinner. “My 
lady,” he says with a grin. I take his arm, laughing. 


“T feel like I’m in a movie.” 


As we make our way to the conservatory we walk past the 
main restaurant, which sounds rowdier than I would expect 
for such a fancy establishment. 


“Sounds like a party,” I comment. Alistair nods. 


“There was a wedding group here yesterday 
apparently...these must be the stragglers. If I had known 
then I would have booked somewhere else.” 


I pat his hand reassuringly. 


“Alistair it’s fine...it’s beautiful here. Honestly, you can’t 
control everything you know.” 


He frowns at me, but there’s a twinkle in his eye. 
“Really?” 


“Really,” I say with a grin as we sit at our table. The 
conservatory looks out on acres of beautifully-kept garden, 
which is bathed in rose-gold by the approaching sunset. 


“So,” I say, “we didn’t really talk about you on the plane.” 


We hadn’t. Alistair had wanted to know all about me, my 
work, my hopes for the future, but had shared little about 
himself other than a few reminiscences about his university 
days with Dad, which had made me smile. 


He eyes me over his wine glass. 


“What do you want to know?” 


“Well,” I say, intrigued, “You said you grew up quite 
underprivileged, but you didn’t really elaborate.” 


He nods and a faraway look comes into his eyes. 


“Yeah, it was pretty grim. My Mum was on her own with me 
and my two brothers and worked as a cleaner. She brought 
us up on a shoestring. We didn’t have a lot...except love. 
And she always instilled in us that we could achieve 
anything we wanted.” 


I shake my head in admiration. To get to where he was from 
where he had come from...that takes something special. I 
tell him so and he shrugs. 


“Not really. I won a scholarship...I was lucky.” 


I can’t help grinning at his modesty, which is so at odds with 
his usual arrogant image. I don’t know if it’s because he is 
‘home’ but something about Alistair has softened from our 
first meeting in the boardroom. 


“I’m sure you would have done well anyway...you’re clearly 
a very determined guy.” 


“Oh, I know what I want alright,” he concedes, and his eyes 
sweep my body in a way that brings heat to the surface of 
my skin, “And I tend to get it...but back then it could have 
gone either way. I was a bit of a bad boy, always got into 
fights...the scholarship probably stopped me from ending 
up in prison.” 


“Wow,” I murmur, not really knowing what the appropriate 
response is, other than it makes me admire him even more. 
“Pm really sorry I called you a snob,” I say sincerely. “I was 
completely wrong.” 


Alistair grins, leaning back in his chair as the waiter 
appears with our starter. 


“You called me a lot of things,” he reminds me with a 
chuckle as I tuck in, suddenly realizing that I’m starving. 
It’s some kind of paste, which tastes divine. My only 
complaint is there isn’t more of it. Alistair eats his in two 
mouthfuls. 


It’s followed by sea bass with roasted asparagus and 
creamy potatoes, and then the most indulgent chocolate 
cake I have ever tasted in my life. I look up from tucking in 
to see Alistair gazing at me intently. 


“What?” I ask, feeling self-conscious. 


“T like that you like your food,” he says, “there’s nothing 
worse than watching a woman push a salad around her 
plate. Watching you tuck in is really sexy.” 


I appreciate the compliment, but I grimace inside at the 
thought of Alistair going out to dinner with another woman. 
“I suppose you do this a lot,” I say and I meant it to come 
out lightly, but now I’m cringing at the unmistakable twang 
of jealousy in my tone. Alistair shakes his head, looking 
amused. 


“Not at all. I date when I have to, for events or 
whatever...but I haven’t been involved with a woman for a 
long time.” 


“Why not?” I ask, wondering if someone hurt him. He must 
have women throwing themselves at him on a regular basis. 


He shrugs. “I’m just fussy, I guess...too many fake people 
around who just want to be with a rich guy and pretend to 
hang off my every word. The minute you called me an 
asshole, I knew you were the one.” 


I laugh, trying to hide the flip of joy in my tummy. He called 
me the one. I try to tell myself that he’s just making a joke, 
it’s far too quick for all that, but I’m aware that I’m now 


grinning like an idiot. I take a sip of my wine to try and 
compose myself. 


“That was lovely,” I say, referring to dinner. Changing the 
subject. 


“It was nice. Shall we order another bottle, or do you want 
to brave the restaurant bar?” 


I actually want to go straight back upstairs, but I don’t tell 
him that. 


“Erm...the bar?” I suggest. It’s in the direction of the 
bedroom, at least. 


It’s quieter in there now than it was when we first walked 
past, just a few couples at tables, and two fairly drunk 
looking men in their early thirties standing at the bar. I see 
one of them leer at me as we walk into the room and I feel 
Alistair bristle beside me. He fixes the guy with a cold stare, 
and the man looks away. I take a seat while Alistair orders a 
bottle. 


A waiter comes over and uncorks our bottle with a flourish 
and then pours us a large glass each. I take a sip, thinking 
that if I drink too much more, I will be tipsy...and I want a 
clear head tonight. Alistair notices my hesitation. 


“Have you had enough to drink? TIl get you fruit juice.” 


I nod, pleased at his attentiveness, and he goes up to the 
bar again rather than beckoning the waiter. I’m beginning 
to think I really did have him all wrong. 


The guys from the bar have taken the table next to us, 
although thankfully they have quietened down and stopped 
leering. Or at least, they did while Alistair was here. Now 
that his back is turned the same guy who leered at me a 
moment ago leans into the space between us, his eyes 


traveling the length of my body in a way that makes me feel 
almost violated. When he speaks, I can smell sour alcohol 
on his breath. 


“Hey gorgeous. Let me know when you’ve had enough of 
grandpa over there and fancy a real man.” 


His friend, a mean looking guy with an air of casual menace, 
laughs mockingly. I glare at them both, but it doesn’t act as 
a deterrent. 


“Oooh, she’s a feisty one,” his friend says, while he leans 
towards me and makes an obscene gesture with his tongue. 
I will Alistair to turn around, but he seems to be in 
conversation with the barman. 


“I think I’ll pass,” I say sarcastically, and the man’s mood 
changes. “Stuck up bitch,” he spits out, clearly not one to 
take rejection well. Then to my horror he lunges for my 
breasts. I leap up, knocking the bottle of wine everywhere, 
and out of the corner of my eye I see Alistair at the bar 
whirl around. In a second, he is at my side, snarling at the 
two men. 


“Just what the fuck is going on?” he asks. Both of the men 
get to their feet, and I swallow my fear down as I realize 
they are both more well-built than I realized. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


A listair 


I eye the two goons who have the temerity to face up to me 
with distaste. I really don’t want to ruin this blazer but I will 
if I have too. 


“What happened sweetheart?” I say in a low voice to Isabel, 
without taking my eyes off the two men. Sizing them up. 
The drunker of the two is bigger than the other, but looks 
slow. He will go down easy. His friend has a mean look about 
him that I recognize...he’s the one to watch. Not that I’m 
concerned. I grew up facing much scarier guys than these 
two. But I really don’t want Isabel to see that side of me. 


“Go back to our suite,” I tell her quietly. 


“Tm not leaving you here,” she says. The mean looking one 
snickers. 


“You haven’t managed to get her under control, have you?” 
I ignore him as Isabel answers my original question. 


“This one here,” she indicates the bigger guy, who is 
currently doing his best to puff his chest out in a way he 


clearly thinks looks intimidating but just makes him look 
bloated. “He tried to grab me.” 


He tried to touch her? I feel the blood rush to my head and 
my hand spontaneously balls into a fist at my side. Behind 
me I can hear the barman begging everyone to sit down 
before he calls the manager, but it barely registers. I want 
to take these guys out. 


“Well there’s plenty of her to grab,” the guy leers. “Maybe 
we could share?” 


I punch him square in the face before he has a chance to 
blink. I feel his nose break and see the blood rush from it, 
and his hands go to his face in shock. I step in front of 
Isabel, instinctively shielding her from the other guy. 


The rest happens in a blur. I see the other man’s arm come 
up, so quick it’s a blur, and see the glass flash in his hand. 
It’s the bottle of wine, and he’s about to smash it over my 
head. 


I move so quickly that I even surprise myself, acting on pure 
instinct to stop this prick from getting anywhere near 
Isabel. I duck under his arm, grab it and twist so that he 
drops the bottle while at the same time smashing my other 
elbow into his face. He staggers back and falls over his 
table, sending drinks flying. 


I straighten up and turn to Isabel, who has gone pale. 
“Are you Okay?” I ask urgently. She nods. 


“Yes. I’m not sure they are. You weren’t joking about 
growing up fighting, were you?” 


The men stagger to their feet and I whip round, ready to 
take them both out, but then a tall man in a suit steps to the 
side of me, accompanied by the barman. It’s the manager, 


looking horrified. I don’t feel guilty...these rowdy assholes 
should never have been let in. 


“Gentlemen, you’re all going to have to leave before I call 
the police.” 


The two goons scuttle off. We won’t be seeing them again. I 
put my arm around Isabel, then realize that the manager is 
looking expectantly at me too. Is he for real? 


“You want me to leave?” I ask incredulously. 


“Sir, you are a respected customer, but I cannot allow 
fighting here...” 


Isabel takes a step forward. 


“It was self-defense,” she says firmly. “Those men tried to 
harass and assault me and then to assault Alistair. He was 
defending us both.” 


“I didn’t see anything,” the barman says quickly. What a 
coward. The manager looks confused, glancing around the 
restaurant to where the remaining guests are staring our 
way. I understand his dilemma. He has to be seen to be 
doing something. But there is no way I am allowing my 
weekend with Isabel to be spoiled. I lean in to him, my voice 
low and deceptively friendly. 


“You know who I am, yes? Suite 201?” 


The managers face drains of color. No, I think, he didn’t 
know. 


n 


“Mr. Lawrence.” He swallows so hard that I can see his 
Adam’s apple jerk in his neck. “I am so sorry, but...” 


I smile, which just makes him look more nervous. 


“I’m very disappointed in your establishment,” I tell him. “I 
bring my girlfriend here for an intimate getaway, and our 


peace is shattered by the sort of rowdy guests I would 
expect in a nightclub. I am considering a formal complaint.” 


He stares at me. We both know I could ruin him if I chose 
to. 


“I can only apologize,” he gabbles and I know he has 
changed tack. “We do not usually entertain 
such...ah...undesirables, I can assure you Sir.” 


“I would hope not. Now, I trust we can be left alone to enjoy 
the rest of our stay?” 


He nods frantically. 


“And you will ensure those men leave the premises at once? 
Or I shall have to press charges, and I’m sure you don’t 
need such terrible publicity.” 


“Of course, Sir.” 


I take Isabel’s arm and head back to our suite. As my anger 
dissipates, I start to feel upset. I so wanted this weekend to 
be special for her, and then she sees me brawling like I 
haven’t left my past behind...I’m sure I’ve blown my 
chances with her. 


As the door closes behind us, she turns to me and she looks 
less shaken up than I expected. Her eyes are warm and her 
cheeks flushed from the wine, and with the adrenalin still 
coursing through my veins I feel my desire for her ignite. 
But I need to know that she’s okay. 


I pull her towards me. 


“I'm so sorry you had to see that,” I say softly. “I feel 
terrible...if you want to go home, I understand completely.” 


She frowns at me. 


“Alistair, it wasn’t your fault. That man was trying to grope 
me. The other one tried to smash a bottle over your head! I 
thought you were...really quite magnificent.” 


I can’t help but grin at that. 


“Magnificent? That has to be the nicest thing you’ve called 
me so far.” 


She smiles and reaches up, running her hand lightly down 
my cheek. Her soft touch sets me on fire. 


“Are you sure you’re okay?” I ask. She nods. 
“Yes. I do feel a little shaken up...” 


“How about I run the hot tub for you?” I suggest, then add, 
“No strings attached, I promise. I just want you to relax.” 


She leans up to kiss me. 


“What if I want strings?” she asks playfully. I feel myself 
stiffen immediately. The effect that she has on me is electric 
and instant. I've never felt anything quite like it...and I 
know I never will with anyone else. I have to make her 
mine...for life. But I don’t want to scare her off...this has 
already moved crazy fast. 


I go to the hot tub and start to run it for her, adding some of 
the essential oils provided by the manor. A heady, musky 
smell fills the room as the water starts to bubble. I turn to 
Isabel. 


She’s taking her dress off. I can’t help but watch her as she 
shimmies out of it and lets it fall at her feet to reveal a 
creamy push up bra that does amazing things to her 
breasts, and the tiniest crap of cream satin covering her 
mound. She smiles as she sees the look on my face. 


“You have such a beautiful body,” I tell her. She’s all curves, 
all woman, and I need to get my hands on her again. But I 
don’t move, instead I just watch intently, unable to take my 
eyes off her, as she reaches behind herself to unhook her 
bra and lets it fall to the ground so her breasts bounce free. 
I see her nipples stiffen under my gaze even in the growing 
heat of the room as the tub fills up and the air curls with 
steam. 


Then, ever so slowly, she slides her panties down her thighs 
and steps out of them, standing naked before me. I lick my 
now dry lips at the sight of her pussy, covered by a light 
dusting of blonde hair, remembering the taste and scent of 
her in my mouth. My cock is leaking in my jeans as I watch 
her walk to the tub, her back to me now so that I can see 
the generous curves of her hips and peachy ass. God, that 
ass.... I groan low in my throat at the sight of her. 


She gets in, turns off the tap and sinks back in the water up 
to her neck smiling at me over the frothy bubbles. I should 
walk away now and let her relax, instead of standing here 
staring at her like an entranced schoolboy. 


Then she holds her hand out to me, beckoning. 
“Aren’t you going to join me?” she says. 


I don’t need asking twice. 


CHAPTER NINE 


l sabel 


He grins at me and walks towards the tub, his gaze 
traveling lazily over my naked body. I can’t take my eyes off 
him as he takes his blazer off, pulls his shirt over his head 
and then takes off his jeans and stands before me naked. I 
reach out a hand and run my fingers across his belly, 
watching his cock twitch in response to my touch. He is so 
thick that I wonder how the hell he is going to fit inside me, 
no matter how turned on I am. 


But I didn’t expect anything less...he’s big all over. His 
thighs must be the size of my waist each and his abs are as 
finely cut as his British vowels. He has the arms and 
shoulders of a mixed martial artist, and I think again about 
his obvious fighting skills. I bite my lip as he steps into the 
hot tub, bubbling water next to me and my gut twist with 
lust at the sheer, wholly masculine beauty of him. Big all 
over. 


I don’t ever want to stop looking at him. 


Alistair pulls me into his arms and kisses me lightly, nibbling 
on my lower lip, and there’s something about the heat and 
the water and the feel of him all together that is deliciously 
erotic. 


He pulls me onto his lap so that I’m straddling him and the 
water bubbles over our naked bodies as we kiss. His mouth 
is warm and damp against mine and I kiss him hungrily, 
letting all the shock of earlier drain away as I press my lips 
against his. 


“T want you so much,” he murmurs against my mouth, 
pushing my breasts together so that their peaks rise above 
the bubbles and he closes his mouth over each of my 
nipples in turn, sucking and licking until I moan and rub 
myself against him, craving release. I want him too, so 
much so that I’m at fever pitch for him. He left me aching 
and wanting more in my apartment yesterday, and since 
then we’ve had the long flight, dinner and the altercation 
with those awful men...I’m beyond frustrated now. If he 
doesn’t take me soon, I think I will explode. 


Boldly, I reach down between us and close my hand around 
the shaft of his cock. Marveling at how hard it feels in my 
hand, yet how soft and silky his skin is. He groans loudly at 
my touch and I start to move my hand tentatively up and 
down. He doesn’t seem to notice my inexperience, looking 
as though he’s thoroughly enjoying himself as he closes his 
eyes, still kneading my breasts with his hands. Suddenly he 
stops and grabs my hips and then stands up, taking me with 
him. I cling onto him as he steps out of the tub and carries 
me over to the bed. 


“We’ll soak the sheets,” I murmur as he lays my damp body 
down onto the pristine sheets. Alistair just grins wickedly at 
me. 


“Oh, I fully intend to,” he says and climbs onto the bed so he 
is leaning over me. I reach for him and he gently takes my 
wrists in one of his big hands and pins my hands up over my 
head as he bends down to kiss my neck, and I like the 
feeling of being at his mercy. Wanton and willing in his 
arms. He growls low in his throat as he nibbles at my 
collarbone and I moan in return as heat sweeps over my 
body. Using one hand to keep my arms pinned down, he 
trails the other almost lazily down my body and eases my 
thighs apart. I give him no resistance, more than happy to 
fully open myself to him. I know I’m ready...I'm beyond 
ready. The need to have him inside me is like an ache that 
grows stronger with each touch. 


He raises his head and looks down at me as he cups my 
pussy with his hand and almost nonchalantly circles my clit. 
My whole body is on fire, liquid heat pooling between my 
legs. 


“I love having you naked underneath me like this,” he 
whispers as he moves his thumb over my clit and I feel a 
fresh rush of wetness between my legs. When he moves his 
hand away I gasp in frustration. 


“Alistair, don’t stop,” I beg. My skin feels alive, every nerve 
ending tingling and craving release. 


“Love,” he says, “I’m not going to stop until I’m deep inside 
you and you’re screaming my name.” 


I stifle a groan as he lets go of my wrists and moves down 
my body to bury his head between my thighs. His tongue 
meets my clit and I gasp at the feeling, even more intense 
somehow than it was in my apartment. 


He licks me oh-so-slowly, teasing me almost as he flicks his 
tongue around my clit, teases over my inner lips and dips 
lightly in and out of the opening of my pussy. I can feel 


myself getting even wetter against his mouth and he seems 
to appreciate it, judging by the way he groans and takes 
more of me into his mouth, sucking at my delicate flesh 
while he reaches up to fondle my breasts. 


He looks up at me from between my thighs, his eyes dark 
and narrowed with desire, and the sight of him, with my 
juices glistening on his lips, almost makes me climax on the 
spot. He watches me intently as he slips a finger inside me 
and then another, gently stretching me. 


“Does that feel okay? Tell me if it hurts?” 


I shake my head. “It feels amazing,” I say honestly. My body 
is opening up to him like a flower, blossoming under his 
touch, and I no longer have any fears about him fitting 
inside me. 


He winks at me and brings his mouth back to me, licking at 
my clit in a faster, harder motion as he gently moves his 
fingers inside me so they flutter against the front wall of my 
pussy. It sends an intense wave of pleasure through me and 
I grab at his hair and arch my back, giving myself over to 
the powerful sensations surging through me. 


“Alistair,” I moan, turning my head from side to side almost 
feverishly. The feelings riding through my body are fierce 
now and I know that I’m close to the edge. His fingers play 
inside me and I feel myself opening up further, aching for 
him to fill me, a burning ache in my core growing with each 
movement of his tongue and fingers. 


I feel a rush of wetness between my legs as those waves of 
sensation grow stronger and stronger and then crash over 
me, ripping through my body from the top of my head to the 
tip of my toes with an intensity that leaves me screaming 
and bunching the sheets in my fists. 


I collapse back onto the bed, sweaty and trembling, and he 
slides his fingers out of me and kisses all around my now 
achingly sensitive pussy, lapping at the wetness of my 
orgasm, before he raises himself onto his elbows and gazes 
down at me with an emotion in his eyes that goes beyond 
Sex. 


He looks almost boyish all of a sudden, with his damp hair 
curling slightly and his mouth flushed and swollen from 
pleasuring me. It’s the happiest I’ve ever seen him look. I 
lean up and kiss him then pull him down with me, wrapping 
my arms around him, smiling in the rosy afterglow of my 
climax. I can detect my own scent on him and it makes my 
insides clench. 


“I love what you do to me Alistair,” I whisper. He responds 
in a low voice that is thick with desire. 


“T haven’t even got started with you yet.” 


He positions himself between my thighs, taking the bulk of 
his weight on his elbows, and I can feel the tip of his cock 
nudging against my damp flesh, seeking entry. Smiling 
down at me he brushes my hair back off my face, gazing at 
me with something so much like wonder that it makes me 
blush. He looks at me like I’m the only woman in the world. 


“Are you ready for me Isabel?” he asks me seriously. I nod, 
holding my breath, touched by the tenderness in his voice 
and aching with the anticipation of what’s about to happen. 


“Yes,” I murmur, and then add almost wantonly, “please.” 


Alistair smiles at that, and then carefully starts to push 
himself inside me. I feel the thickness of him and the way 
he’s stretching my opening and I gasp at the sudden 
pressure, but I’m so wet and open from my climax that the 


resistance soon gives way and he slides the full length of 
himself inside me. 


He stays still for a moment, allowing my body to adjust to 
him, and it’s only when I lift my hips towards him, impatient 
for more, that he starts to move slowly inside me. Filling me 
up. I feel a tangible, growing hunger inside me and I lift my 
legs and wrap them tightly around his hips as the walls of 
my pussy contract and expand around his cock. 


He pauses and looks down at me, he’s buried so deep inside 
my body there’s no gap between my body and his. He looks 
down at where we’re joined, then back up at me with 
something like triumph in his eyes. 


“You're mine, Isabel,” he growls, and I answer him even 
though his words are clearly more of a statement than a 
question. 


“Yes,” I say. “I’m yours, Alistair.” 


Finally, he begins to move, rocking his hips against mine in 
a relentless rhythm that has me writhing and moaning 
underneath him, my fingers digging into his broad shoulder, 
urging him on. I draw my nails down his back and bite at his 
shoulder, feeling wild with lust as he groans loudly into my 
neck. 


“You feel amazing Isabel,” he growls into my ear. “So wet 
and tight around my cock, I love being inside you.” I 
whimper at his words, the crudeness of them only turning 
me on even more. 


We're moving in time with each other now and I feel as 
though I'm losing any coherent train of thought, losing 
myself in the moment as he drives me inexorably towards 
another orgasm. 


“T want to feel you come all over my cock,” he says and his 
words are all that I need to tip me into another, 
unbelievably intense climax that shatters me around him, 
grabbing on to him and moaning with abandon. He picks up 
the pace, driving harder into me until with a loud bellow he 
empties himself inside me and I can feel his hot seed 
spilling into me, filling me up. Marking me as his. He 
collapses on top of me, his breath ragged, and I feel a rush 
of tenderness as I wrap my arms around him and kiss his 
neck. 


We lie like that for a long moment until he rolls onto his 
side, pulling me with him. My body fits into his like it was 
always meant to be there. He runs a fingertip along my 
cheek, smiling at me lazily. 


“So, how was your first time?” he asks after catching his 
breath, raising an eyebrow at me. I grin at him, unable to 
keep the euphoria from my face. 


“It was pretty good,” I say with a shrug. He pouts at me, 
making me laugh. 


“It was earth-shattering,” I say honestly, then shake my 
head at the smile that takes over his face. “You have such a 
big ego.” 


“Ts that all?” 


“Stop fishing for compliments,” I laugh and he snuggles up 
to me, whispering into my hair. 


“That was beyond amazing, Isabel. Thank you for letting me 
be your first.” 


“There was no contest,” I say softly, to which he nods 
arrogantly, as though that was never in doubt. He’s such an 
infuriating, adorable mix of sincerity and natural arrogance 
that I’ve never met anyone quite like him. 


“Are you hungry?” he asks. Before I can answer my stomach 
rumbles loudly. 


“Tt would seem so, although we had all that dinner.” 


“It’s been a long day,” he says, running his hands down my 
body. We gaze into each other’s eyes for a few moments and 
I bite my lip, wondering at all the unsaid thing I can see in 
his expression. It's far too soon to be getting lovey-dovey 
but...right now I feel closer to him than I have to anyone on 
earth. He entwines his fingers in mine, reaching over with 
his other hand for the room service menu. 


“Let’s order in... that way we don’t need to get dressed.” 


“Sounds good to me,” I murmur. I’m more than ready for 
round two. Except, after we’ve ordered and eaten, I’m 
falling asleep in his arms just moments later, my head 
resting on his chest, basking in a feeling of contentment 
that I’ve never before known. 


I know that this is crazy, and that I shouldn’t be feeling the 
way I do about my Dad’s best friend, but I also know that 
it’s pointless to try and fight it. I was so prepared for this 
man to be my enemy, and yet it seems he was destined to be 
my lover instead. I really don’t think that my father would 
approve...but then, he always wanted me to be happy, and 
right now I have never felt happier. 


As I drift off into sleep, I try not to think too hard about why 
that is, because surely there can be no future in this? This is 
Alistair Lawrence, British billionaire, business mogul and 
international tycoon...I’m just me. Yet the way he looks at 
me... 


My last thought before sleep overtakes me is that, whether 
I like it or not, I have completely and utterly fallen in love. 


CHAPTER TEN 


A listair 


I wake up disoriented, with the groggy head that I always 
get the day after flying long-distance, and for a moment I 
can’t place where I am. Then I hear her breathing next to 
me, turn over and curl myself around her naked body. 


Isabel. My woman. 
Even if she doesn’t know it yet. 


The way I feel about her is turning me inside out. It’s so 
much more than just lust...I feel fiercely protective of her, 
not to mention possessive...I could easily have killed those 
guys last night. I’ve never been one given to jealousy, and I 
certainly have no wish to stifle Isabel...it’s more of a primal, 
almost instinctive feeling to protect and guard my woman. 


I know what it means. Part of me is reluctant to admit it to 
myself, because once I use the word, I know that it will 
make it real, but I also know that there is no point in trying 
to pretend otherwise. 


I love her. 


Now I’m wondering when is the right time to tell her 
without freaking her out or scaring her off. And what this is 
going to mean for the Iona takeover...but I have a few ideas 
about that already. 


She yawns suddenly as she wakes up, and as she stretches 
her body, her beautiful ass pushes back against my cock, 
and I’m instantly hard. 


“Morning,” she says, sounding amused. “ You’ve woken up in 
a good mood.” 


“It’s you,” I reply, nibbling at the back of her neck. “You just 
have that effect on me.” 


She chuckles and her voice is all throaty and hoarse from 
sleep, and it turns me on even more. I find everything about 
her exquisite. 


I run my hand over her lush curves, savoring the feeling of 
her soft skin beneath my hands. I love that her body is 
womanly and full, with her juicy tits and hips that flare out 
from a small waist into full thighs and a generous ass...my 
God, that ass. I squeeze and fondle her butt cheeks and she 
responds by making an appreciative noise and bringing it 
back towards me, pressing against the aching head of my 
cock. I want nothing more than to just bury my length 
inside her. 


I trail my fingers back up the length of her body, tracing the 
undulating curves of her hips and waist and the dip of her 
lower back then sliding up her rib cage to circle them 
around her breasts. I caress them softly, rolling a nipple 
between my thumb and forefinger and she lets out a soft 
whimper that makes my cock leak. 


“You’re so fucking sexy Isabel,” I growl in her ear as I move 
my hand down again to the soft flesh where her inner 


thighs meet, making circles just millimeters away from her 
pussy. I can feel the heat of it on my hand. 


“T want to touch you,” I tell her, and she moans out a yes. I 
raise my hand to her warm wetness, stroking the plump 
outer lips, teasing her until she pushes back against my 
hand, moaning for more. I dip one finger between her lips, 
lightly stroking her swollen clit, growling low in my throat 
as I realize just how wet she is already. 


Isabel rolls over to face me, her face flushed and gorgeous. 
She looks stunning in the morning. I kiss her hungrily and 
she responds with a passion that takes my breath away. My 
hand starts to work her pussy, playing with her clit so that it 
stiffens between my fingers. 


Carefully I dip a finger inside her. “Are you sore?” I ask her, 
thinking of last night. She shakes her head, gazing into my 
eyes. 


“Not at all,” she says, so I slip another finger inside her and 
gently stroke against the front wall of her pussy. I see her 
pupils dilate and she lets out a little pant. Holding her gaze, 
I slide my fingers out of her and bring them to my mouth, 
sucking her juices from my fingers. She looks shocked...but 
in a good way. 


“You taste amazing,” I tell her and she bites her lip. 


“T want you inside me again,” she whispers and I smile. “I’m 
only too happy to oblige,” I murmur, and place her hand on 
my now desperately throbbing cock. She circles her palm 
over the silky skin at the head and I feel myself leak onto 
her hand. I want to spill my seed in her so badly that I can 
tell I’m going to have trouble holding back. Me, Mr. Control 
Freak, reduced to a ball of quivering desire by this woman I 
have barely known three days. 


“You’re something else,” I whisper, my voice hoarse. “I can’t 
believe what you do to me.” I push her tits together and 
bend my head to suck a nipple into my mouth, nibbling 
lightly on it until it is bullet hard in my mouth and then 
turning my attention to the other. She tips her head back 
and moans. Her hand is still on my cock and she squeezes 
my shaft hard, running her hand up and down the length of 
it. She’s driving me crazy and I have to have her. I want to 
take her from behind...something I’ve been fantasizing 
about since I watched her walk ahead of me that first day 
with her apple bottom ass encased in that tight pencil skirt. 


“T want you all on fours,” I growl into her ear, then I 
remember how inexperienced she is and hope I’m not going 
too far...but she looks at me with eagerness shining in her 
eyes. 


“Yes,” she says simply. I kneel up, put my hands on her hips 
and turn her over and then pull her up onto her hands and 
knees. She arches her back, accentuating her curves and 
the flare of her ass and I groan, running my hands over her 
cheeks and taking in the sight of her exposed and ready for 
me. Waiting for me to plunge inside her and fill her up with 
my come. 


I stroke and knead her ass cheeks, teasing myself, making 
us both wait. I rub the folds of her exposed pussy, then 
circle my thumb over the hole of her back entrance, 
pressing against it. Not yet, I tell myself, it’s too soon for 
that. But one day...1 want to claim her in every way possible. 


I open her thighs a littl wider and maneuver myself 
between her legs, smiling as she pushes back towards me, 
urging me on. 


“Do you want me inside you Isabel?” I growl. She moans in 
response. 


“Yes,” she whimpers. 


“Tell me,” I demand, wanting to hear her say it. “Tell me 
what you want.” 


“T want you inside me,” she groans and I can hear the need 
in her voice. I nudge my cock inside her, just the tip at first, 
then feeling no resistance I slide myself deep inside her, 
holding her hips to steady her. Inch by inch I fill her up until 
I’m buried deep inside her body, and then slowly I start to 
move. My breath is coming in raggedy pants while Isabel 
has lowered her head into the pillow and her muffled cries 
of pleasure urge me on. 


Her silky hair spills across her golden skin and I wrap my 
hand around it, gathering it at the nape of her neck and 
tugging slightly. My body is craving to release itself inside 
her again. Claim her as mine. 


“Isabel,” I say, the word coming out in a long groan as I 
start to fuck her in earnest, moving my hands back to her 
hips and holding onto her as I drive in and out of her body 
in a rhythm that takes me closer to the edge. She is so wet 
now that I can feel her juices running down her thighs. 


She writhes and moans on my cock and I know she’s about 
to come as her pussy starts to contract around me. I push 
her down onto her belly, moving with her so that I’m 
covering her, my cock now buried even more deeply inside 
her. I rock against her and she clutches the pillow and lets 
out a low scream as she shatters around me, her body 
shuddering and her pussy contracting tighter around my 
cock then letting go with a rush of wetness. 


It’s enough...too much in fact. My own orgasm rips through 
my body so hard that I tip my head back and bellow as I 
release inside of her in intense spurts. It seems to go on and 


on, draining me of every last drop that my body possesses, 
until I collapse to the side of her feeling utterly spent. 


I pull her into my arms, kissing her face and neck and hair 
and she gives a lazy giggle, lying contentedly in my arms 
like a purring cat. I run a languid hand over her body, my 
eyes drinking her in. My eyelids feel heavy and I feel 
completely sated at the same time, knowing that I will never 
get enough of her. 


It’s a good feeling. I gaze into her beautiful eyes and before 
I can stop myself, I blurt out, “Be mine, Isabel.” 


She widens her eyes at me. “I just was?” 


“Not just like this,” I murmur, feeling a wave of emotion 
flood through me. “Be with me. My woman, my partner.” 


She blinks at me, surprised, but then a wide smile takes 
over her face. 


“Really? That’s what you want?” 


“Yes,” I assure her. “That’s exactly what I want. And believe 
me, I’m a man that knows what he wants. I don’t make 
mistakes.” 


I stroke her face, then bring her hand to my lips and kiss it. 
“Say yes,” I whisper. 


“Exactly what is it I’m saying yes to?” she says in a teasing 
voice. 


“Being my woman. My girlfriend. I’m falling for you Isabel,” 
I say, deciding that I’ve come this far, so I may as well just 
wear my heart on my sleeve. “In fact, I’ve never felt like this 
before.” 


Her eyes fly open wide and she gazes at me in shock, then 
grabs my face and kisses me. 


“Yes, Alistair,” she says, her voice full of joy. 


As I wrap my arms around her, I can’t remember ever 
feeling so content. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


l sabel 


We order a breakfast of fresh fruit and pastries to the room, 
and then I take my time relaxing in the tub after Alfie has a 
shower and then pops out to sort out his contract 
negotiations. It’s nearly lunchtime when he gets back and 
I’m lying on the bed reading a magazine I found in the 
drawer. He grins at me. 


“Everything go okay?” I ask. He nods. “Yeah, thank God I 
didn’t waste time on a long flight just for that...although 
sometimes I visit family at the same time. Next time TIl take 
you to meet them. My Mum will love you.” 


I blush at that. He’s taking it for fact now that we have a 
future...and I’m perfectly okay with that. I wonder when it 
will be not too soon to announce that we’re a couple. 


“I have something to suggest,” he says, looking serious all 
of a sudden. I put the magazine down and sit up. 


“Tt’s about the takeover...I'm pulling the plug. It wouldn’t be 
right now that we’re in a relationship.” 


I stare at him, not sure what to say. Although I was angry at 
what I felt was a ruthless move, I also know that Iona is 
sinking. 


“If you are happy with it, I’d like to offer to come on board 
as an investor,” he says. “Pll be a silent partner and you will 
remain the majority shareholder, but I'll invest whatever 
you need to get Iona back off the ground. Please...it’s my 
gift to your father.” 


My eyes fill with happy tears as I realize that Alistair has 
made all my dreams come true. 


After a quick walk around the stunning grounds we have a 
light lunch of salmon and Mediterranean veggies, followed 
by a sorbet that is like an orgasm on my tongue. “I could 
get used to this kind of luxury,” I murmur. Alistair looks 
deeply into my eyes. “You can,” he says seriously. I feel a 
tingle go through me. My life has changed so much in just a 
few short days that it still feels completely surreal. 


After lunch we get back on Alistair’s plane, and after we’ve 
taken off, I strap myself into the comfy leather chair and lie 
back, my feet up on the recliner. I kick off my pumps and 
wiggle my toes, noticing my gels need repainting. Alistair 
takes one foot and places it in his lap, kneading my sole 
with his hands in a way that feels strangely erotic. 


“That’s nice,” I say, closing my eyes and enjoying the 
feeling. I gasp with pleasure as he lifts my foot and sucks on 
my toe. Pleasure shoots up my leg to my center and I open 
my eyes in surprise. “Okay, that’s really nice,” I say. He 
smiles at me wickedly. 


“T aim to please,” he says in a low voice. I notice the lump in 
the front of his jeans and I bite my lip as I realize that he’s 
just as turned on right now as I am. 


“Carry on like that and we’ll be joining the Mile High Club,” 
I say with a giggle. Alistair looks surprised, as though 
something has just occurred to him. 


“Do you know, I’ve never actually done that?” 
“Really?” 


He nods, looking around at the little jet. “Really. The poor 
thing has never been christened.” He smiles again. “Shall 
we do the honors? It can be a first for us both.” 


I love the idea of Alistair having a first with me too, but it 
seems a little too risky. I glance at the door to the cockpit 
and Alistair’s eyes follow my gaze. 


“Don’t worry,” he reassures me, “They can’t hear. We’re 
fully soundproofed.” 


Feeling a sense of daring and excitement come over me, I 
nod happily. “Okay,” I say, “let’s do it.” 


Alistair unclips me and pulls me onto his lap, strapping his 
belt around us both. The slight feeling of restraint is a turn 
on, and I think about all the things I’m learning about what 
I like sexually that I had no clue about. It’s as though 
meeting Alistair has woken something inside me. 


We kiss while Alistair eases my jersey dress up over my 
thighs, his tongue gently probing my mouth. I part my 
thighs to allow him to circle the soft skin there with his 
fingers and nibble on his full lower lip, eliciting a deep 
groan from him. 


He pulls my dress up over my ass and hips, exposing my 
now damp panties. It’s just as well that I brought some 
spare changes of panties on this trip. He lifts the soft 
material up over my breasts and I lift my arms so that he 


can take it off completely. He throws it to one side as his 
eyes ravish my body. I love the way he looks at me. 


We start kissing again as he guides my hand down to the 
zipper of his jeans. I pull it down and his cock bounces free 
into my hand. He’s hard and leaking for me already and I 
wrap my hand around his shaft and squeeze, making him 
growl low in his throat as we kiss. I fit my other hand inside 
his zipper to caress the soft skin of his balls and he groans 
again. 


“Is that okay?” I ask, still painfully aware of my relative 
inexperience. 


“Oh yes, sweetheart. Don’t stop,” he urges me. I continue to 
stroke and squeeze him until he’s tipping his head back 
with his eyes closed and bucking against my hand. Then he 
grabs my wrist. 


“Stop or lll come before I’ve even got inside you,” he 
warns. I let go and he takes a raggedy breath. Then he 
returns the favor, unclipping my bra and fondling my 
breasts with one hand while he strokes the thin material of 
my underwear with the other. My flesh is swollen and 
aching against his touch. He pulls me towards him, burying 
his face in my breasts, licking and sucking at my stiffened 
nipples. 


He pushes my panties to one side and looks at me as the tip 
of his cock nudges against my opening, his eyes asking me if 
I’m ready. I nod, then gasp as the plane seems to wobble 
suddenly. 


“Turbulence,” he says and I laugh. “This is going to be quite 
a ride,” I quip as I slip him inside me and slide my body 
down over his, sheathing him in my wet pussy and 
clenching my inner walls around his cock as though I would 
keep him inside me forever. 


We begin to rock together, slowly at first and then in a 
faster, coordinated motion that leaves me whimpering. The 
way we are pushed together by the belt means there is no 
room for thrusting and our bodies rub together, causing an 
intense pressure on my clit that makes my whole body 
tremble with sensation. At this angle he feels even bigger 
inside me. I grip his shoulders as we move rocking my hips 
against his with abandon, urging myself on. The plane tips 
slightly again and I can’t help feeling a sense of exhilaration 
as I remember where we are. Thousands of feet up in the 
sky, with my lover buried deep inside me. My body opens up 
to him like a flower and I can feel myself growing wetter 
and tighter as I approach my climax. He slips a hand 
between us and rubs my clit, intensifying the pleasure even 
more. 


I close my eyes, panting as he moves inside me. We feel 
almost fused together, moving in time with one another, and 
I lose any coherent thought as waves of pure desire wash 
over me from crown to toe, driving me towards an orgasm 
that I sense is going to be the most intense yet. I’m aware of 
nothing but the touch and scent and taste of my man, and I 
start to rock against him faster. Throwing my head back 
and moaning, not caring anymore who can hear us. 


I scream as I come and I feel him release, his cock twitching 
against the walls of my pussy as hot streams of his seed 
spurt inside me and he bellows his pleasure into my ear. As 
the shocks subside, I collapse against him and he holds me 
tightly as we both struggle for breath. The plane tips again 
and I giggle lazily. 


“That was some turbulence,” I murmur, nibbling at his 
neck. 


“The most exciting flight I’ve ever taken,” he says with a 
laugh. 


I unstrap the belt and climb off him. I take my bag and go 
into the bathroom to wash up and redress, then go back to 
my seat. I feel tired and I curl up, reaching for him. Alistair 
puts a cashmere blanket over me and strokes my forehead, 
and I drift off into a satiated slumber. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


A listair 


My driver takes us straight to Iona to drop her off...we’ve 
just got back from a day long flight but she wants to get 
straight to the office to see what she’s missed. I admire that 
kind of work ethic...she’s my kind of woman. 


She is my woman. It keeps hitting me with an intense but 
joy-making reality slap - she really is mine. After all these 
years, I’ve finally found the one. I had pretty much made my 
mind up that such a thing was a myth and didn’t really 
exist. But here I am, Alistair Lawrence, the most eligible 
bachelor in America, finally hooked. The gossip columns will 
have a field day...even more so than they already are. 


Isabel turns her phone on as we approach her office and I 
hear the relentless buzz of all her notifications going off. 
She groans, although there’s a smile on her face. 


“Are your followers asking questions?” 


“And some. There’s a whole buzz around the fact that 
neither of us have been seen for a few days...” She laughs 
and her cheeks flush. It reminds me of how she looks when 


she comes, and my cock stirs at the thought. I can’t wait to 
get her naked in my arms again. 


“What are they saying? You’re blushing,” I point out with a 
smile, wondering what has gotten her so flustered. 


“They are speculating as to whether you have whisked me 
off to get married...and that has led to wondering if it’s a 
shotgun wedding...if I’m pregnant.” 


I think about that. Marriage and babies have never been on 
my agenda, but now that I’ve met the woman I want to be 
with I can’t think of anything better. The idea of my ring on 
her finger and my baby in her belly stirs something deep 
and almost primal within me. 


“That could be arranged,” I murmur, holding her gaze. She 
leans forward in the back of the limo and brushes her lips 
against mine. I inhale deeply, drinking in the fresh, sweet 
scent of her. 


“TIl pick you up this afternoon?” I tell her. She nods. 
“As long as you haven’t had enough of me yet?” 


I stroke her face. “Love, I don’t want to ever spend a night 
without you,” I tell her seriously. 


She raises an eyebrow at me playfully. “So, I can announce 
it on my Instagram? That we’re a couple?” 


I shrug. I’m completely oblivious to social media. My 
marketing guys handle that stuff. 


“Sure. As long as it won’t have an adverse effect on your 
profile?” 


Isabel looks at me like I’m insane. 


We pull up outside Iona and I kiss her long and hard while 
the driver discreetly stares out of the window. Then she 


gets out and I watch her go through my blacked-out 
windows, admiring the sway of her ass. A visual image of 
her bent over naked in front of me fills my mind. It’s an 
image I know I’m going to enjoy for a very long time...or at 
least until I can see it again in the flesh. 


I sit back in my seat and close my eyes as the limo takes me 
back to my penthouse. I’ll shower, change, grab another 
coffee and then look at my to-do list. The extra day away 
will have meant it has piled up...but regardless of what 
needs doing, pulling out of the takeover and sorting out a 
personal investment in Iona is at the top of my list. I keep 
my promises. 


After my shower I’m sitting in front of my laptop, a hot 
coffee in my hand and a towel around my waist, scrolling 
through a ridiculous amount of emails. I feel way less work- 
focused than usual...all I can think about is Isabel. I email 
and leave messages for the board letting them know the 
takeover of Iona is off, and then start playing around with 
figures, wondering what is the right level to invest without 
Isabel feeling I’m just bailing her out. I like the fact that she 
wants to remain autonomous, her own woman. She will be 
no trophy wife...and that intrigues me. 


As I’m flipping through the financial reports, I have from 
Iona I see a note to call Rick, my hotshot finance guy. The 
accounts from Iona are patchy, and once again I feel sad 
that my friend had taken his eye off the ball in the last year 
of his life...[ had no idea how bad it was as he hadn’t told 
anyone other than his family that he was terminal until it 
was too late. I wonder how he would be feeling right now 
about me and Isabel. 


I promise to make her the happiest woman on earth, I say 
silently to myself - or to him. 


I’m about to pick up the phone to call Rick when my phone 
rings and I look down, surprised to see Rick’s number 
flashing on the screen. 


I don’t believe in coincidences. 


“T've been trying to get hold of you,” he says as I answer the 
phone. 


“Pressing business to attend to in England,” I say, allowing 
myself a secret smile. “What’s up?” 


“The accounts you’ve given me for Iona...they don’t add 


n 


up. 
“I know,” I say with a sigh. “The company is in a mess.” 


“It’s not just that,” Rick says and I can hear the hesitation in 
his voice. Suddenly, I know exactly what he is about to say. 
“It looks as though someone was skimming off the books. A 
lot, and for a long time.” 


I suck in my breath sharply. Could it be Aaron, paying for 
treatments perhaps? A dying man can do desperate things. 
But as soon as I have the thought, I dismiss it just as quickly. 
He knew he would be leaving everything to Isabel, I don’t 
believe for one minute that he would deliberately leave her 
to inherit such a mess...or face charges of embezzlement. 


I tell Rick my thoughts. “Isabel then?” 


“No,” I say impatiently, “How would that benefit her? She 
wants to keep Iona going, not run it into the ground. And 
until Aaron died, she had nothing to do with it, so she 
wouldn’t have had any access to the funds.” 


“Who would have had access? Do you know what the 
infrastructure was? Who was in charge while Aaron was 
ill?” 


And I instantly have the answer...and the culprit. Frank. 


“Frank,” I tell him. There is a pause on the line, and I sense 
that Rick isn’t telling me something. “What is it?” I snap. I 
suddenly have a sense of foreboding that makes me shift 
uncomfortably in my seat. I’ve never trusted Frank...but it 
seems he is even more slippery than I thought. And he is in 
close proximity to Isabel. 


“I called Iona earlier to speak to Ms. Harding. I left a 
message for her to call me back...with a guy named Frank.” 


I close my eyes briefly and try not to curse out loud. Rick is 
an absolute genius with numbers...but his common sense is 
decidedly lacking. 


“Tell me you didn’t mention what you were calling about.” 
Another pause. I sigh. Of course, he has. 


“T said to tell her I needed to speak to her urgently about a 
discrepancy with the figures.” 


For fucks sake. “Okay,” I say. “thanks for letting me know.” I 
put the phone down without saying goodbye, that feeling of 
foreboding now churning in my gut. 


I punch in Isabel's work number, impatiently willing her to 
pick up. She does, on the tenth ring. 


“Missing me already?” she teases, and I can hear the 
delight in her voice that I've called her. I hate that I have to 
give her bad news...and I want to kill Frank for betraying 
her and Aaron. 


“T am,” I say. “But that’s not what I called. There's 
something I need to talk to you about...business related.” 


“Oh.” I hear the disappointment in her voice. “Go on.” 


I take a deep breath, ready to explain everything I have just 
found out, when I hear the sound of a door opening and a 
loud, annoyed sounding male voice in the background. My 
skin bristles as I recognize it. 


“Can I call you back?” she says quickly. “Frank is here and I 
think it’s urgent. Talk soon baby.” 


“Tsabel, wait,” I say quickly, but my answer is the dial tone. I 
throw my phone down in frustration. 


I have to get over there. 


I throw on some clothes and call my driver, then text Isabel. 
Don’t trust him. I’m coming over. I'll explain. 


I hurry downstairs and jump into the limo. “Take me back to 
Iona,” I say, “As quickly as you can manage.” It’s rush hour, I 
realize with a sinking feeling. 


As we pull off, I suddenly wish that I had brought my gun. 
Perhaps that's an overreaction, but the churning feeling in 
my gut is getting more and more intense and it feels as 
though some internal antenna is going haywire, picking up 
on something beyond the expected. 


Isabel is in danger. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


l sabel 


“Baby?” Frank repeats with a sneer as I put my phone into 
my bag. “Is that what you’re calling Alistair Lawrence now? 
Honestly Isabel I thought we had spoken about this...he’s 
bad news.” 


I sit back in my chair and raise my eyebrows, blinking in 
surprise. 


“You’re not my father Frank. And I know you don’t like 
him...” The way his lips curls and his eyes flash with sudden 
anger stops me mid sentence. He seems agitated and on 
edge, and his pupils are huge and fixed. It occurs to me that 
he’s as high as a kite. I remember my father making a 
disparaging comment about a year ago that Frank liked a 
bit of cocaine at parties, and I wonder if it has progressed 
to beyond just parties. He seems almost manic, fidgeting in 
his chair. 


“Don’t like him? He’s a playboy, a little rich kid.” He’s 
talking too fast and I notice that there are flecks of spittle 
around his mouth. 


“He’s not actually, but either way it doesn’t matter. The 
takeover is off,” I say. 


Frank suddenly goes still. His eyes bore into me like lasers 
and it’s the first time I ever remember feeling frightened in 
his presence. 


“What do you mean? Why is he poking around in our 
accounts then?” 


I frown at that. “Sorry?” 


“T’ve just had a call from one of his people...” he trails off 
and his eyes dart around the room. He’s almost manic, I 
realize. 


“Frank, what’s going on? You really don’t seem yourself,” I 
say carefully. Frank laughs, but it’s a bitter sound with no 
humor in it. 


“Oh, that’s rich coming from you Miss Thing...swanning 
around with the enemy. How long has it taken him to get 
into your pants? Two days? A day? Sleeping with the enemy. 
Classy.” 


“How dare you?” I exclaim, feeling shocked at his venom. 
“Let’s get something straight here Frank. My private life 
has nothing to do with you. Nothing. You work for me.” 


He glares at me, a look of disgust on his face. “Do you think 
your father would be happy with this?” 


I can’t believe he would stoop so low. 


“Don’t you dare bring Dad into this,” I say quietly. “Do you 
think he would approve of the way you’re carrying on right 
now? You’re making a fool of yourself. Go home and get 
your head straight...come down from whatever you’re on. 
Then we'll talk.” 


“T’m not going anywhere,” Frank spits. 


“Then I will have you escorted from the building,” I tell him, 
but even as I say it, I realize that he could easily stop me 
from getting out of the office. He’s between me and the 
door...and the nearest person is at the other end of the 
corridor. Would they hear me if I screamed? The fact that 
doesn’t seem like an overreaction shows me how much he’s 
freaking me out. 


My phone buzzes in my bag. I glance inside and see a 
message from Alistair scrolling across the top. My stomach 
does a flip and I go cold as I see what it says. 


Don’t trust him. I’m coming over. I'll explain. 


Too late, I understand that Alistair had called to warn me 
about Frank. 


Frank is staring at me intently. 

“Was that him?” he says. “Did he mention me?” 

“Why would he mention you Frank?” I ask him. 

“Pm in trouble,” he suddenly blurts out. “Financial trouble.” 


A look of fear crosses his face and I wonder if it’s a drug 
debt. It would make sense given the state of him right now. 


“Okay,” I say slowly. “But what does this have to do with 
Alistair?” 


Frank flinches at his name. He really hates him, I think, and 
I suddenly know straight away that it’s jealousy. They’re 
both the same age, about forty, but worlds apart. I imagine 
most men would be pretty jealous of Alistair, but this feels 
almost personal. Something has happened and I don’t 
understand what it is. 


Then I think about Alistair’s message and it hits me. Alistair 
told me not to trust him...which means he knows something 
I don’t. And somehow, Frank knows.... or suspects...that 
Alistair knows. 


In fact, the only person who hasn’t got a clue just what is 
going on here appears to be me. 


“Tell me what's wrong Frank,” I say, doing my best to sound 
friendly. “Maybe I can help?” 


Frank nods in a way that I don’t like at all. 


“Oh, you can definitely help,” he tells me. “You can help a 
lot, in fact. I need a hundred thousand dollars.” 


I just can’t help it...I’m so shocked that I burst out laughing. 
It’s a mistake. Frank’s eyes go hard and cold. He reaches 
into his jacket...and suddenly there’s a pistol pointing at me. 


“Stop laughing at me,” he snarls. “I’m sick of you all fucking 
laughing at me.” 


He’s crazy. He’s completely crazy, and he’s pointing a gun at 
me. 


I can barely breathe. I’m staring down the nose of the gun 
and it feels as though everything is happening in slow 
motion. I am acutely aware of the pulse in my throat and 
the heart beating in my chest as I sit frozen, just inches 
away from a loaded gun. 


“Frank,” I say, trying my best to sound completely 
reasonable, as though he is not in fact threatening my life. 
“You know I don’t have that sort of money.” 


Who does have a hundred thousand dollars just lying 
around spare, I think, and then realize that Alistair 
probably does....in fact to him that’s probably nothing. 


“But you’re hooked up with Mr. Moneybags, now aren’t 
you?” he answers with a snide tone to his voice. 


“Are you suggesting I ask Alistair to give you a hundred 
thousand dollars?” 


“I don’t need him or his money,” he says. The gun is still 
pointing directly at me. “I want the money from Iona. You’ve 
had enough of my time over the years.” 


I feel terrified, my heart beating so fast in my chest that it 
could jump straight out, yet at the same time the fear has 
me paralyzed. My lower body has gone heavy and numb 
and I don’t think I could move out of my chair if I tried. 
Even so I do my best not to let Frank see just how scared I 
am... because the truth is, I’m angry too. Furious, in fact. I 
raise an eyebrow at him and try to hold onto the rage, 
channelling it into a cool anger that is a much better place 
to be in than the icy-cold fear that grips at my gut. I look 
him in the eyes, trying with every ounce of courage I 
possess to ignore the fact that a gun is point blank in my 
face. 


“Frank,” I say slowly, “You have been well paid for your time 
over the years, as you put it. You haven’t been employed on 
a voluntary basis. Neither myself nor Iona owe you 
anything.” 


His lip curls and I see a flare of rage in his eyes. He jerks 
the gun and I can’t help but flinch. He sees it and gives a 
triumphant smile that makes me want to punch him right in 
his smug face. 


“Scared, Princess?” he says in faux concern. “Feeling a little 
out of your depth? I suppose you thought running a 
business would be easy...but then I guess it is when you 
have your pet billionaire to bail you out.” 


I shake my head, thinking how pitiful he really is. 


“I can’t say I expected running a business to come with you 
waving a gun in my face Frank,” I say in a tone dripping 
with sarcasm, although I’m only too aware of the fear laced 
through it as well. 


“Tve had enough of small talk,” he snaps. Like we were just 
sitting here having a pleasant chat. “Get me the money?” 


“Sure Frank,” I say, nodding my head in mock agreement. 
“What do you want, a bank transfer? Or will dollar coins 
do...I’ll just check my purse for you.” 


He leans over the desk towards me so the gun is just 
centimeters from my face. I can smell strong alcohol on his 
breath, and I know that between that and the drugs there 
will be no reasoning with him. 


“You always were a spoilt little bitch,” he hisses. “I don’t 
know why Aaron bothered with you. You didn’t deserve him 
as a father.” 


He’s jealous of me too, I realize, because of my closeness to 
my Dad. It dawns on me that this is quite possibly the root 
of his jealousy of Alistair too...well, beyond the fact that he’s 
mega successful and impossibly handsome. Alistair was 
dad’s best friend, Frank, while a trusted associate, was 
never quite as close. 


And yet he betrayed him. 


“You’re twisted,” I spit at him. “You go on like Dad was so 
important to you, yet you’re trying to rob his company?” 


Frank laughs, but it’s a hollow sound. 


“T’ve been stealing from Iona for years,” he says almost as 
though he’s proud of himself. “Why do you think you’re in 
so much shit financially?” 


I can’t believe it. I blink in shock, trying to process what 
he’s telling me. While Dad was going downhill from his 
illness...this monster was stealing from him the entire time? 


“He trusted you!” I burst out angrily. For a second Frank 
looks ashamed, but then he’s just angry again. 


“He wouldn’t help me...he knew I was getting into debt...he 
just kept offering to send me to rehab like I was some kind 
of junkie.” 


Obviously Dad had become aware of Frank’s issues. 


“You mean that he wouldn’t bankroll your addiction so you 
stole from him,” I say coldly. “And now you want more 
money. What for? Another drug debt?” 


“T need to get away.” I see the panic in his eyes. “Go 
somewhere where I can start again.” 


The door flies open behind him. 


“The only place that you’re going, asshole, is to prison.” 
Alistair. I scream at him to look out even as Frank whirls 
around and points the gun at him. When Alistair still comes 
for him Frank points the gun back at me....and Alistair stops 
in his tracks, fear in his eyes. 


“Leave her the fuck alone,” he growls. 


“Then give me what I want, and I’ll go. You can both play 
happy families and you'll never see me again.” 


“Sounds great,” I mumble, then wish I hadn’t spoken as 
Frank waves the gun at me. I see Alistair bristle all over, 
rage etched into his handsome features. If Frank ever puts 
that gun down, I think, then Alistair will kill him. I think 
Frank knows it too, because he looks more nervous now 
that Alistair has appeared. Sweat shines on his brow...or 
perhaps it’s just withdrawal from the drugs. 


“What do you want?” Alistair asks him. 


“Two hundred and fifty thousand dollars.” Well, that’s gone 
up, I think. 


Alistair doesn’t even bat an eyelid, as though it’s pocket 
change to him. 


“Sure. Put that gun away and IIl write you a check.” 


“You think I’m stupid?” Frank spits. “Pl keep the gun on 
your girlfriend here while you phone whatever Swiss bank 
it is that you billionaires use and you can wire it over to me 
right now. Then Il go.” 


“Okay,” Alistair shrugs. My mouth falls open. “Alistair, no!” I 
gasp. He looks at me directly for the first time and I see the 
turmoil in his eyes at the situation. He really loves me, I 
realize. Gun or no gun, I can’t help the leap of joy in my 
chest at the thought. 


Frank’s eyebrows knit together in a frown. He’s probably 
wishing he had just asked for a cool million. 


“What, you’re just going to give it to me? How do you know 
that I won’t wait for you to wire the money over and then 
kill her anyway?” 


That’s a pretty good point, I have to admit. Still, Alistair 
doesn’t seem fazed. 


“Because then you will be going down for murder, which 
kind of ruins your plans of going off with the money doesn’t 
it? And I have enough money to pull a lot of strings if I want 
to Frank. I could make your stay on the inside very 
unpleasant indeed.” 


Frank nods. “Fair enough. Do the transaction. When I see 
the figures in my account Ill be gone.” 


Alistair pulls his phone out of his pocket and my heart sinks. 
He’s actually going to do it. He turns away from Frank 
slightly as he starts to type away, and Frank mercifully 
lowers the gun so it isn’t pointing straight at my face. 


What happens next is so lightning-fast that I can barely 
follow it. Alistair’s leg suddenly whips out in a side-kick, 
sending the gun spinning from Frank’s hand. Then Alistair 
charges and throws him over the desk. I jump back in 
shock, then gasp as I see Frank’s hands go for Alistair’s 
throat. Alistair knocks him out cold with a single punch to 
the face and he slumps to the floor. Then Alistair leaps over 
the desk and pulls me into his arms. 


“Tell me you’re okay? He didn’t hurt you?” 


“I’m fine,” I reassure him, “Just a bit shook up. That 
was...you were...amazing. I know you said you could fight 
but...” 


He grins and gives me a hard kiss. “You bring out the hero 
in me.” 


“What do we do with him?” I nod at Frank where he’s 
slumped on the floor. 


“T called the police on my way over,” Alistair replies, “God 
only knows where they are.” 


As he speaks, I hear footsteps thundering down the 
corridor. “Sounds like they’re here.” 


After the police take Frank away and take our statements, 
Alistair takes me back to his penthouse. I try not to look too 
impressed. He even has a swimming pool on the roof. 


I sit with him on his balcony and watch the sun set, my head 
on his shoulder. It’s been a crazy few days, for sure. 


“Did you update your Instagram followers?” he asks me. I 
laugh. “Not yet...I'll have even more shenanigans to report 
now, won’t I? I don’t suppose that it will stay out of the 
press for long.” 


Alistair takes my hand and looks into my eyes, his 
expression both tender and serious. 


“Depending on your answer,” he says, “You might have 
something better to tell them.” 
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“I know this is really soon but...when I thought Frank would 
kill you...I thought my whole world would be over. I love you 
Isabel, and God knows I’ve waited long enough to find you. 
Will you marry me?” 


I stare at him, waiting for the punchline, and then it dawns 
on me that he’s serious. 


“Yes,” I say, feeling dazed but delirious. “Yes, of course I 
will!” 


I throw my arms around him, thinking about the next 
hashtag I can make trend on social 
media....4# baggedabillionaire 


But as he picks me up and takes me into the bedroom, I 
know that I don’t care about Alistair’s money. Even if he had 
nothing, I would still feel like the richest woman in the 
world. 


EPILOGUE 


SIX MONTHS LATE 


A listair 


She is beautiful. 
And she’s going to be mine...forever. 


Isabel walks towards me looking like a goddess in a 
Grecian-style white dress with her hair pinned up with silk 
flowers and I think, as I have every day for the last six 
months, that I must have been really good in a previous life 
to be able to claim such a prize in this one. I can’t wait to 
unwrap that dress from her body after this is all over. 


It’s my wedding day. I can still hardly believe it. Finally, 
after I had all but given up hope of it ever happening, I met 
the woman of my dreams. I can’t wait to spend the rest of 
my life with this woman. 


The only thing missing from today is, of course, her father, 
but I can’t help feeling that he’s looking down somehow, 
and that he approves. Especially as we have decided to 
name our first son after him. 


The son she’s now carrying in her belly. She looks stunning 
with her new curves and the radiant glow of pregnancy on 
her cheeks. 


I'm going to be a father. Another dream come true that I 
didn’t even know I had. 


She arrives at my side and I take her hand and kiss it, toa 
few sighs of pleasure from the small crowd of guests. 
Neither of us wanted a huge wedding that would have 
created a media frenzy, so we invited only our closest 
friends and family to the top-secret location. 


A beach in the Caribbean. With sand the same white-gold as 
Isabel’s hair and an ocean the same stunning blue as her 
eyes. It's perfect. 


She's perfect. 


After Frank was jailed, we uncovered the extent of his fraud 
and discovered it had been going on for years...it was 
thanks to him that Iona had started going under, and he 
had covered it well. It had taken a serious cash injection 
and a lot of hard work to get Iona back on its feet, but it is 
finally turning a profit again, and I couldn’t be prouder of 
Isabel for the way she has handled it all...especially while 
also battling morning sickness. 


I'm completely in awe of her in fact, and I have no doubt 
that she will be an amazing mother. I’m looking forward to 
watching her body continue to change and grow, and then 
to seeing her with my baby in her arms. I want to give her a 
whole football team, although she is adamant that we are 
stopping at three. I reckon I can talk her into a few more. 


I hold her hand and stare into those ocean blue eyes as we 
say our vows, guided by the local town mayor. She tears up 
as we speak our promises to each other and I have to fight 


not to get teary-eyed myself. Afterwards as we sign the 
wedding certificate, I smile to myself as I think that this is 
one contract that I'm signing that I know will be for life. 
This is a deal I will never break. 


After the pictures we have food under a gazebo on the 
beach, and are served a delicious meal of freshly caught 
local fish, after a dizzying array of starters. We finish off 
with a champagne sorbet that fizzes on the tongue, and I 
can’t help thinking about how good it would taste if I licked 
it off her body. All of a sudden, I can’t wait for the day to be 
over so that we can get to the wedding night. 


A local musician plays an acoustic guitar and we get up for 
the first dance. I wrap my arms around her and feel a harp 
jab. She laughs. 


“It would appear your son is awake and kicking,” Isabel 
says. 


I lay a hand on her belly and feel our baby moving inside 
her. The miracle of life...created entirely by our love. It's 
crazy that something so mundane can also be so magical. I 
pull Isabel back into my arms, feeling overwhelmed by love 
for her and our child. 


“I love you,” I whisper to her and she stands on tiptoes to 
kiss me, her lips brushing lightly over mine. 


“I love you more,” she murmurs. 
I shake my head. “Not a chance.” 


She laughs and rolls her eyes, then lays her head on my 
chest contentedly as we move in time to the beautiful music. 
The sun is starting to go down turning the sky to a rose gold 
blaze. 


I have never felt so content. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


SEVEN YEARS LATER 


l sabel 


I turn my laptop off and push it away with a tired but proud 
sigh. I've just secured another big-name contract for my 
latest client, and I want to celebrate. Alistair is in his office 
on a conference call, and I'm hoping he finishes soon so we 
can snatch a couple of hours alone before I have to pick the 
kids up from school. Three kids in the first three years of 
our marriage...life has been a whirlwind ever since the first 
day Alistair walked into Iona. 


I sold Iona two years ago as a thriving, successful company 
firmly in the red. Selling it made me a millionaire. Not quite 
on my husband’s uber-rich scale, but I'm a wealthy woman 
in my own right with a business all of my own. I used some 
of the money and my experience as a successful influencer 
to set up my own influencer agency, and now I represent 
the biggest stars on social media. An added bonus is that I 
can do most of the work from home, which has helped me to 
fit it around the demands of three small children. 


Alistair is a fantastic father, and I couldn’t have achieved all 
of this without his constant support. We may have separate 


businesses, but we are definitely a team. He works less now 
than he used to and is a very hands-on Dad. He says I've 
softened him and taken the edges of his ruthlessness, 
although I've heard that he’s still a shark in the boardroom. 


I hear the door open behind me and twirl round in my chair 
to see Alistair smiling at me from the doorway. 


“T sealed the deal,” I tell him. He beams at me with pride. 


“T would expect nothing less from my wife,” he says, coming 
over to me. I reach up and start to unknot his tie. 


“How was your conference call?” I ask, slipping it off his 
neck. I start to unbutton his shirt and he watches me with a 
twinkle in his eye. 


“Tt was long. I'm glad it’s over, I'm taking the rest of the day 
off.” 


“A man after my own heart,” I murmur, sliding my hands 
inside his shirt as I stand up to kiss him. After seven years 
the lust between us is as potent as the first day and I still 
can’t get enough of him. He kisses me back, softly at first 
and then with more hunger as his tongue starts to probe 
my mouth and his hands run through my hair. 


“How long have we got?” he asks, pulling away to nibble at 
my neck. I glance at the clock. 


“Just under two hours.” 


He smiles with a wicked glint in his eye. “Long enough for 
some quality time together then?” 


I raise an eyebrow at him playfully. “What did you have in 
mind, husband dear?” 


“Well,” he says in a low, sexy voice that is thick with desire, 
“T was thinking of sitting you on that desk...” He picks me 


up by the waist, kicks my chair out of the way and does just 
that. 


“Yes, and then?” I ask innocently. My skirt is pushed up 
around my thighs and Alistair slides his hands up the 
outside of my legs to my stocking tops. 


“Then, I’m going to take these stocking and your panties 
off...” I lift my hips as he peels off first my stocking and then 
my underwear and drops them to fall to the floor. I wrap my 
legs around his waist, looking up at him expectantly as my 
hand goes to his fly. 
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“Then...’m going to make love to my beautiful wife,” he 
says with a groan as I maneuver him inside me. 


We move together in an instinctive rhythm, staring into 
each other’s eyes, as my body fills with electric desire I feel 
my heart bursting with love for him. My husband. My own 
personal billionaire. My one time enemy. 


But even if we were to both wake up bankrupt tomorrow, I 
know that as long as we’re together, I'm the richest woman 
in the world. 
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